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Anarchist  in  Exile 


letters 


Space  City! 

“Sabotoge  means  to  push  back ,  pull 
out  or  break  off  the  fangs  of  capitalism.” 
—  W.D.  Haywood 

In  a  letter  from  the  Alameda  County 
Jail  in  Oakland,  Cal.  Ed  Stover  wrote: 

“It  is  almost  impossible  to  express 
how  much  a  class  war  prisoner  behind 
bars  needs  moral  support  from  com¬ 
rades  on  the  outside.  When  you  are 
caged  behind  concrete  and  steel  for 
alleged  crimes  against  the  State,  the 
knowledge  that  there  are  people  out¬ 
side  who  remember  is  the  most  valuable 
thing  you  have.  It’s  hard  to  put  into 
words  what  the  feeling  of  isolation  is 
like.  I  guess  it  has  to  be  experienced 
before  it  can  truly  be  envisioned.” 

“Our  whole  case  stems  from  police 
raids  on  two  alleged  bomb  factories  we 
were  supposed  to  have  been  operating* 
It  is  all  too  apparent  that  the  State  is 
preparing  to  make  an  example  of  Mike 
Lamm  and  I.  We  face  a  possible  (or 
probable)  sentence  of  10  years  to  life 
imprisonment.  Obviously  I  am  hoping 
for  a  verdict  of  not  guilty,  but  as  an 
anarchist,  I  have  little  faith  in  bourgeois 
justice.  So  I*m  prepared  to  expect  the 
maximum  penality.”  ’’ 

“What  is  the  outside  world  like  now? 
After  a  year  in  here  the  existence  of 
everything  outside  of  these  walls  has 
grown  into  a  halfmyth,  spurred  by 


memories  of  what  freedom  is  like.  Tlie 
thoughts  that  play  across  my  mind  as  I_ 
stare  at  bar  shadowed  walls.  ”  : 

Fellow  worker  Stover  spent  over  a 
year  in  jail  awaiting  trial.  Then  his 
worst  expectations  were  realized.  He 
was  sentenced  to  maximum  time  in 
Vacaville  Prison.  A  couple  of  months 
ago  he  was  transferred  to  the  maximum 
security  ward  of  San  Quentin  Prison. 
He  performs  limited  work  and  is  allow¬ 
ed  in  the  yard.  At  2  p.m.  he  is  returned 
to  his  cell  and  not  allowed  out  again 
until  the  next  morning.  This  ritual  is 
tediously  repeated  each  day. 

An  appeal  is  being  prepared  by  Bay 
Area  lawyer,  Milt  Nason.  In  the  mean¬ 
time,  Ed  would,  no  doubt,  appreciate 
letters  and  visits  from  fellow  workers. 
Please  write  Robert  Ed  Stover,  Box 
B-38341,  San  Quentin  Prison,  Tamal, 
Cal.,  94964.  Any  word  from  “the  out¬ 
side”  would  help.  Appeals  take  a  long 
time. 

Ed  Stover  and  1  are  co-authoring  a 
book  on  his  case,  Anarchist  In  Exile . 
Hopefully,  the  book  will  awaken  more 
people  to  the  injustice  suffered  by 
political  prisoners  in  this  country. 
Money  from  the  book  will  be  used  to 
defray  legal  fees.  If  you  can  contribute 
anything  to  this  end,  please  send  it  the 
Stover  Defense  Fund,  c/o  Micia  Alek- 
sandra,  707  South  Washington,  Living¬ 
ston,  Texas,  77351. 

Micia  Aleksandra 
Livingston 


Billy  Goat  Gruff 

Dear  Space  City: 

As  a  young,  modestly  affluent 
member  of  Houston’s  business  com¬ 
munity,  1  must  adequately  state  my 
allegiances  to  God,  country,  and  the 
American  Judicial  System.  However, 
as  any  amateur  anarchist  knows,  the 
output  of  a  system  is  only  as  fluid  as 
the  quality  and  amount  of  input,  in 
that  system.  Therefore,  I  concede  to 
our  judicial  system  its  fairness,  and  I 
also  acknowledge  the  pigginess  of 
many  of  those  who  run  that  system. 

Cause  and  Effect 

if  one  breaks  the  law  established 
by  his  peers,  he  is  obviously  guilty  as 
charged  and  should  be  punished  to  the 
letter  of  the  law,  especially  D.P.S.  law. 

Situation 

On  the  outskirts  of  Hempstead, 
Texas,  along  the  highway  to  Austin 
(U.S.  90),  there  is  a  quadrant  ex¬ 
clusively  controlled  by  the  D.P.S. ’arid 
the  Justice  of  the  Peace  of  Chappell 
Hill  who,  at  the  snap  of  the  fingers  or 
the  toot  of  a  horn,  can  have  a  hail  of 
piggly  locusts  descend  upon  your  car, 
to  search  out  and  destroy  any  illegal 
or  deadly  marijuana  weed.  Being  arms 
of  the  law,  they  must  initiate  this 
search  by  some  provocation  which  is 
usually  and  conveniently  in  the  form 
of  a  citation  (mainly  non-moving  or 
unknown  traffic  laws  applicable  only 


in  Texas;  in  my  case  a  no  passing 
zone  for  incoming  traffic  at  sundown). 

Point 

It  seems  that  on  any  given  Sunday 
the  brown  arm  of  the  law  can  reach 
out  and  snatch  you  away  from  the 
complacency  of  a  Sunday  drive  to 
search  your  car,  at  their  leisure.  This 
experience  has  but  one  drawback,  it 
usually  costs  those  participants  a 
minimum  of  beaucoup  dinero  (in  my 
case  a  light  sentence  of  $22:50). 

The  Solution 

Fight  this  atrocity,  1  say,  and  I 
tried  but  failed.  My  failure  was 
primarily  due  to  the  advice  from  my 
lawyer  (a  wonderful  freak  in  himself) 
who  states,  “Listen  man,  go  ahead  and 
Put  out  the  bread,  as  even  if  we 
appealed  to  the  higher  court  your 
chances  of  reprieve  become  diminish¬ 
ed  and  your  liability  increases  from 
$1  —  $200,  to  two  years  and  a  $500 
fine.  That  is,  if  the  judge  does  not 
like  your  moustache,  which  he  prob¬ 
ably  wouldn’t.  A  rip-off  indeed  for  a 
minor  traffic  violation.” 

The  Moral 

Please  beware,  all  longhairs,  freaks 
and  unclipped  sheep,  of  the  Billy 
Goat  Gruff  of  Chappell  Hill,  for  if 
you  are  not  careful  he  will  gobble 
your  grass,  stick  it  in  your  ass,  and 
genuinely  be  a  nasty  guy. 

Yours  truly, 

J.  M.  Evans 

Lauve  that  shit ! 

Space  City! 

Honest  to  god  really  lauved  Bennie’s 
article  about  shit.  Pm  glad  to  know 
somebody  finally  had  the  insight  to  see 
this  ersatz  “art”  for  its  true  value,  and, 
moreover,  the  guts  to  challenge  the 
ersatz  “critics”  for  their  hollow  opin¬ 
ions.  Really  rewarding  to  read  an  intelli¬ 
gent  observation  that’s  succint  and  re¬ 
freshing  devoid  of  shit.  Great  work, 
Bennie.  Encore ! 

In  fact,  that  whole  13  April  issue 
of  SC!  was  superb.  Much  enjoyed  the 
personal  touch  of  the  letter  and  the 
Viet  Nam  coverage.  Also  really  do 
appreciate  the  emphasis  on  “culture,” 
and  hope  to  see  more  of  it. 

Back  to  fecal  material:  it’s  every¬ 
where.  Being  stuffed  in  our  ears  by 
shitty  musicians,  smeared  in  our  eyes 
by  shitty  films  and  shitty  art,  and 
crammed  down  our  throats  by  shitty 
promises  of  shitty  politicians.  Problem 
is,  how  can  you  flush  the  earth? 

But  thanks  to  SC!  there’s  an  occas¬ 
ional  breath  of  freah  air  amidst  the 
Universal  Pile.  Keep  on  scoopin’. 

Judy  Gray  Ranney 
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The  Trial  of 
Frances  Jalet 
Cruz: 

A  Morality 
Play 

by  Robert  Finlay 

Dramatis  Personae 
Frances  Jalet  Cruz 
Fred  Cruz 
Lawyer  Phillips 
Stage  Manager 
Judge  Bue 
The  prisoners 
Others 

The  setting  is  the  Federal  Building  in 
Houston,  Texas.  The  time  is  the  present. 

The  Federal  Building  is  squat,  hideously 
ugly,  cube-shaped  with  square  windows 
pockmarking  its  surface,  designed  by  an 
architect  with  a  real  feeling  for  deformity 
and  death.  Its  hallways  are  an  aircondition- 
ed  nightmare,  filled  with  the  smell  of  stale 
cigars,  fat,  and  ammoniated  wax.  A  greasy 
film,  of  sterility  covers  every  object  within, 
and  nothing  seems  alive  in  the  marble  halls. 

It  is  a  mauseleum  filled  with  the  living  dead. 

The  zombies  of  this  necropolis  have  no 
names:  they  are  known  by  their  numbers; 

GS  1  -  GS  19;  Government  Service  workers, 
faded  flowers  that  have  the  wilted  skin 
tone  of  cadavers,  the  asexuality  of  the  in¬ 
different,  and  the  lackluster  presence  of 
those  who  have  long  given  up  any  youthful 
dreams  of  life  and  have  committed  them¬ 
selves  to  the  slow  death  of  drowning  in  a 
bureaucratic  cesspool. 

Enter  the  Players  into  the  Courtroom. 

They  file  in  slowly,  in  groups  of  two  and 
threes.  Though  they  speak  at  a  human  level, 
the  icy  largesse  of  the  tomb  of  justice  swall¬ 
ows  the  sound  waves,  and  not  a  whisper  of 
life  stirs  the  oversized  American  flag. 

Frances  Jalet  Cruz  comes  in,  moving 
lightly  in  a  short  white  dress.  There  is  a 
slender  lithness  in  her  motion  that  makes 
her  age  relative  to  the  distance  of  one’s  per¬ 
ception.  Down  the  corridor  she  is  20,  light 
blonde  hair;  closer,  one  sees  that  the  blonde 
is  a  delicate  shade  of  gray,  she  becomes  a 
very  attractive  37,  then  standing  next  to  her, 
the  lines  in  her  face  speak  of  a  soft  half- 
century,  but  then  she  smiles  and  speaks  and 
glows  with  exhuberance  and  life  and  be¬ 
comes  agelessly  young. 

Stage  Manager:  Frances,  the  news  media 
has  made  much  of  your  marriage  to  Fred 
Cruz,  a  prisoner  whom  you  helped  free  and 
some  years  your  junior.  They  say  your 
marriage  may  hurt  your  defense. 

Frances:  It  doesn’t  matter.  I  just  couldn’t 
go  through  all  this  alone. 

Stage  Manager:  Could  you  tell  the  audience 
why  you  think  you’re  here? 

Frances:  I’m  an  attorney,  and  for  the  past 
few  years  I’ve  been  working  on  prisoners’ 
rights  cases.  I’ve  helped  a  few  men  win  free¬ 
dom,  and  in  the  process  I’ve  made  many 
enemies. 

Stage  Manager:  Such  as? 

Francis:  Warden  Billy  McMillan,  for  one. 

He  testified  the  other  day  about  the  riots  I 
had  caused.  Most  of  the  events  he  spoke  of 
happened  before  I  even  visited  his  unit. 

Stage  Manager:  He’s  the  one  they  call  Bear 
Claw,  isn’t  he? 

Frances:  Yes,  because  he  prides  himself  on 


leaving  his  mark  on  the  men  unfortunate 
enough  to  be  his  captives. 

Stage  Manager:  What  are  the  charges  that 
have  been  brought  against  you? 

Frances:  Robert  Slay  man,  Donald  Lock  and 
Freddie  Dreyer  filed  complaints  against  me 
under  the  Civil  Rights  Act  alleging  that  I 
conspired  with  some  of  my  prisoner  clients 
to  disrupt  the  prison  system,  cause  riots  and 
disturbances,  thus  denying  them  some  of 
their  prison  priviledges. 

Stage  Manager:  Why  do  you  think  they 
brought  the  charges? 

Frances:  I  would  imagine  it  was  because 
they  were  promised  lighter  sentences  if  they 
would  harass  me.  This  trial  is  keeping  me 
from  helping  others. 

Stage  Manager:  One  of  them  has  already 
dropped  the  charges,' hasn’t  he? 

Frances:  Yes.  The  day  he  got  his  parole, 

Mr.  Slayman  called  my  lawyer  and  said  that 
he  would  no  longer  be  in  court.  I  don’t  im¬ 
agine  they’ll  parole  the  other  two  now  until 
it’s  all  over. 

Stage  Manager:  Who  is  paying  for  your 
defense? 

Frances:  The  American  Civil  Liberties  Union 
is  helping  me,  though  it’s  almost  breaking 
them.  It  would  be  a  great  help  if  people  who 
believe  in  freedom  would  contribute.  These 
days  in  court  are  very  expensive.  I’d  better 
go.  It’s  about  to  start 

She  squeezes  the  Stage  Manager’s  hand 
with  amazing  strength,  smiles,  and  goes 
inside. 

Outside  the  huge  doors  Fred  Cruz  is 
waiting.  He  has  square  shoulders  and  stands 
erect.  He  is  dark  and  watches  alertly  like  a 
prize  fighter,  like  a  man  who  has  been  hit 
and  who  is  careful  not  to  have  it  happen 
again. 

Stage  Manager:  Are  you  going  in? 

F red:  I  can’t  I’ve  been  subpoenaed  and  am 
under  the  rule  that  witnesses  are  excluded 
from  the  courtroom  until  it  is  their  turn  to 
take  the  stand. 

Stage  Manager:  Were  you  in  prison  long? 
Fred:  Until  I  got  out. 

A  man  with  no  neck  waddles  out  of  the 
elevator.  He  is  wrapped  in  a  sharkskin  suit, 
but  too  many  years  of  beefsteak  and  oysters, 
Scotch  whisky  and  hemorroids  show  in  his 
gait.  He  seems  irritated.  It  is  difficult  to  tell 
whether  his  problem  is  constipation,  gout, 
prostatic  clot,  or  all  of  the  above.  His  attit¬ 
ude  is  insinuating,  and  he  sneers  at  the  Stage 
Manager. 

Stage  Manager:  You  are  Phillips,  the  lawyer 
for  the  Plaintiffs? 

Phillips:  What  of  it? 

Stage  Manager:  Do  you  personally  feel  that 
Mrs.  Cruz  is  guilty  of  the  charges? 


Phillips:  I  don’t  believe  in  anything  but  the 
evidence. 

Stage  Manager:  Most  of  it’s  fabrication, 
isn’t  it?  Hearsay  on  hearsay.  Not  one  tenth 
of  it  would  be  admissable  on  trial  to  a  jury. 
Phillips:  She  deserves  to  be  punished  for 
stirring  up  rebellion. 

Stage  Manager:  Is  it  rebellion  for  people  to 
resent  long  jail  sentences  for  petty  crimes, 
while  the  really  big  theives,  the  Corporation 
owners  and  their  politicians  get  probation 
for  stealing  millions? 

Phillips:  Prisons  are  built  to  punish.  With¬ 
out  that  fear  of  punishment,  our  society 
would  be  anarchy,  the  niggers  and  mescuns  . . . 
Stage  Manager:  In  your  own  avaricious,  in¬ 
sensitive,  and  inhumanitarian  mind,  you  im¬ 
agine  yourself  to  be  the  embodiment  of 
good,  don’t  you. 

Phillips:  People  like  me  are  the  good! 

Stage  Manager:  You’d  kill  your  mother, 
your  father,  and  your  children  for  money. 

It  is  you  who  should  be  on  trial,  you  who 
are  evil ! 

Phillips:  Get  out  of  the  way  before  I . . . 

Stage  Manager:  Before  you  mace  me? 

Napalm  my  home?  Put  my  family  in  a  ditch 
to  be  shot  by  your  Lieutanants?  What  is  it 
that  you  and  your  kind  are  going  to  do  to 
me,  my  brothers  and  sisters,  that  you  haven’t 
already  done? 

Phillips:  (snapping  his  fingers)  Somebody 
call  the  Marshalls.  Somebody  call  the 
Marshalls! 

Stage  Manager:  Go  on  and  persecute  her,  a 
lady  who  experiences  more  love  in  one  in¬ 
stant  of  thought  than  you,  have  felt  in  a  life¬ 
time.  Go  on  you  gutless  representative  of 
Good  America.  Go  on  before  I  soil  my  hands 
on  your  unclean  body. 

Phillips:  (looking  daggers  over  his  rounded 
shoulders  barks  at  one  of  his  clerks)  Find 
out  his  name  and  have  him  arrested  and 
beaten. 

The  prisoners  are  brought  into  the  court¬ 
room.  They  wear  checkered  shirts,  pick 
their  noses  and  scratch  their  armpits.  Their 
closely  cropped  heads  swivel  around  look¬ 
ing  at  the  women  in  the  audience.  They  are 
immune  to  all  but  eating  and  fornication; 
they  are  the  Third  Estate,  the  People. 

Court  Clerk:  All  Rise! 

Enter  Judge  Bue,  a  bespeckled  bat  in 
hangman’s  garb,  who  listens  to  the  testimony 
but  does  not  hear,  who  witnesses  the  abuse 
but  does  not  feel,  and  whose  eyelids  are 
heavy,  very  heavy. 

Stage  Manager:  Trumpets  do  not  sound. 

Bells  do  not  ring.  Children  do  not  laugh. 
Another  Joan  of  Arc  is  burning  over  a  slow 
fire.  Let  the  morality  play  begin.  Let  the 
morality  play  begin! 
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Federal  Marshalls  Suspend  Bill  of  Rights 


Student 


-  / 

Arrested  at  Demonstration 


by  Rick  Fine 

Last  Friday,  April  21,  80  anti-war  activists  converged  on  the  Feder¬ 
al  Building  downtown  to  demand  peace  now  and  to  support  the  Hous¬ 
ton  Eight.  (The  eight  were  arrested  April  14,  after  chaining  themselves 
to  the  front  door  of  this  same  building.)  Co-sponsored  by  the  Peoples 
Coalition  for  Peace  and  Justice  and  the  Houston  Peace  Action  Coal¬ 
ition,  the  event  soon  turned  into  a  direct  confrontation  with  federal 
marshals,  resulting  in  one  arrest. 

After  about  half  an  hour  of  picketing  and  chanting  (often  led  by 
Houston  Eight  members  across  the  street),  the  shit  started  to  hit  the 
fan.  A  dozen  or  so  protesters  decided  to  present  an  open  letter  to  U. 

S.  Senator  Lloyd  Bentsen’s  office  inside  the  12-story  Fed  Bldg,  call¬ 
ing  upon  Bentsen  to  sponsor  certain  anti-war  legislation.  Three  people 
(including  myself)  made  it  through  before  the  doors  were  abruptly 
locked,  on  direct  orders  from  U.S.  Attorney  Anthony  Farris.  Need¬ 
less  to  say,  this  action  provoked  quite  a  ruckus  from  the  remaining 
demonstrators  outside. 

While  the  three  of  us  waited  for  an  elevator  inside,  a  shifty  little 
character  (complete  with  walkie-talkie)  strolled  up  to  ask  what  we 
were  doing,  where  we  were  going,  and  so  on.  Told  that  we  merely 
wanted  to  present  a  letter  to  our  duly-elected  representative,  he  re¬ 
plied  that  he  would  call  Bentsen’s  office  first.  We  were  then  herded 
over  to  the  information  desk  and,  right  on  cue,  surrounded  by  Hous¬ 
ton  police  and  assorted  plainclothesmen.  No  answer  at  Bentsen’s 
office.  “How  about  Congressman  Eckhardt?”  we  asked.  Only  a  “clerk 
in  his  office,  and  that  just  wasn’t  good  enough.  Some  cigar-chewing 
fatass  advised  us  to  hightail  it  out  the  back  door,  “  ‘cause  they’re 
gonna  start  takin’  ‘em  away  soon,”  he  warned,  referring  to  our 
comrades  outside. 

And  no  sooner  said  than  done!  Suddenly  the  crowd  surged  toward 
the  streets  as  we  rushed  out  the  door.  UH  student  Debbie  Danburg 
had  been  ripped  off  by  Houston’s  Finest  for  “loitering  in  the  street 
(failure  to  move  on).”  Danburg  had  been  right  behind  us  when  we 
originally  entered  the  building.  As  the  doors  split  us,  she  found  her¬ 
self  face  to  face  with  none  other  than  Jack  Walker,  the  same  federal 
marshall  who  busted  the  Houston  Eight  only  a  week  earlier. 

The  dialogue  between  Walker  and  Danburg,  prior  to  her  arrest, 
really  says  it  all. 


“You  can  march  all  you  want  to.  March,  but  don’t  come  in  this 
building.  March!” 

“I  am  a  federal  citizen  and  I  have  a  right  to  go  inside  this  building!” 

“You’re  looking  for  trouble!” 

“I’m  not  going  to  break  any  laws.” 

“You’re  not  going  in  the  building!” 

“I’m  not  going  to  break  any  laws,  but  I  have  a  right  to  go  in  the 
building.” 

“I’m  gonna  give  you  one  more  warning,.  Y  ou  go  on  out  there  and 
march,  or  we’re  gonna  call  the  city!” 

“I  am  a  citizen  of  the  United  States.  I  am  not  breaking  any  rules.  I 
have  every  right,  legally,  to  go  inside  the  Federal  Building.  I  have  no 
sign,  no  cameras,  no  tape  recorders.  I’m  breaking  no  laws.  I  have 
every  right  to  go  inside  the  building.” 

“You  got  every  right,  but  you’re  not  going!” 

Amid  chants  of  “we  want  in,”  one  man  exclaimed,  “I  paid  $4,000 
in  taxes  to  your  government  last  year.  Why  can’t  I  come  into  my 
building?” 

When  asked  if  he  were  acting  as  an  individual  or  in  an  official 
capacity,  Walker  replied,  “It  doesn’t  matter.  You’re  still  not  going  in 
the  building.” 

Reminded  of  the  Houston  Eight  incident,  Walker  recalled,  “They 
were  arrested  last  Friday  for  obstructing  this  doorway.”  So  if  Walker 
lacked  legal  powers  in  blocking  the  same  doorway,  one  must  assume 
that  he  committed  the  same  offense  as  the  Houston  8! 

On  Walker’s  orders,  the  boys-in-blue  carted  Danburg  off  to  the  city 
klink.  When  the  hat  was  subsequently  passed  for  bail  money,  one 
news  reporter  threw  in  five  bucks. 

By  this  time  a  hard  rain  was  beginning  to  fall,  and  lots  of  people 
split  to  the  pokey  to  spring  Debbie.  On  the  way  to  my  car,  we  truck¬ 
ed  past  a  pair  of  three-wheeled  oinkers.  Fascinated  by  the  sight  of  two 
rain-soaked  hippies,  one  of  them  observed  quite  vocally,  “Now  all 
we  need  is  the  soap!”  Yuk  yuk. 

Thursday,  May  4,  is  National  Emergency  Moratorium  day.  It  is  al¬ 
so  the  second  anniversary  of  Kent  State.  At  12  noon  on  that  day,  the 
Peoples  Coalition  for  Peace  and  Justice  plans  to  return  to  the  Federal 
Building  for  Round  3.  Join  us! 

(For  the  latest  on  the  Houston  Eight  defense,  see  180  Degrees  in 
this  issue.) 


Violence 

in 

Austin 


When  it  comes  to  demon¬ 
strations,  rallies  and  post  foot¬ 
ball  game  fetes,  the  mood  in 
Austin  is  perhaps  the  most 
volatile  of  any  city  in  Texas. 

So  it  should  come  as  no  great 
surprise  that  while  Houston  anti- 


Guerrilla  theater  troupe  performing  at  the  Federal  Building  in  Austin.  Photo  by  Dorr  Scherz. 


war  demonstrations  were  com- 
mitting  non-violent  acts  of  civil 
disobedience  last  week,  pro¬ 
testers  in  the  state  capital  were 
slugging  it  out  with  local  police. 

It  all  began,  as  usual,  as  a 
peaceful  march  around  campus 
Friday,  April  21, organized  to 
protest  the  stepped-up  U.S. 
bombings  in  North  Vietnam  and 
to  organize  a  student  strike.  An 
estimated  700  demonstrators 
battled  some  40  riobequipped 
policemen  after  the  marchers 
broke  from  the  scheduled  on- 
campus  route  during  the  after¬ 


noon  demonstration  and  then 
clashed  again  later  that  night. 

With  NLF  flags  aloft,  the  pro¬ 
testers  attempted  to  enter  an 
intersection  near  the  campus  and 
were  repelled  by  police,  who 
reportedly  used  Mace,  teargas 
and  clubs  against  the  crowd. 
There  were  five  arrests  and  no 
reported  injuries,  according  to 
the  University  of  Texas  Daily 
Texan.  (The  Rag,  an  Austin 
underground  newspaper,  report¬ 
ed  nine  arrests.)  The  Texan  did 
report  that  Johh  Kniffen,  32,  a 


member  of  the  Vietnam  Veterans 
Against  the  War,  was  beaten  by 
police  before  being  arrested.  He 
was  charged  with  assault  on  a 
police  officer.  The  four  others 
arrested  were  charged  with 
aggravated  assault  and  inter¬ 
ference  with  arrest. 

After  the  gassings  began,  dem¬ 
onstrators  used  rocks  and  bottles 
to  counter  the  police,  but  were 
forced  into  a  retreat  back  onto 
campus.  Following  that,  some 
50  hard-core  demonstrators  kept 
the  battle  going  for  a  while. 


The  march  took  an  unanti¬ 
cipated  turn  shortly  after  it  be¬ 
gan  at  noon,  when  marchers 
ignored  the  scheduled  route  and 
moved  on  to  the  Radio-Televis¬ 
ion  building  where  members  of  a 
local  women’s  organization,  the 
Madame  Binh  Solidarity  Brigade, 
demanded  an  hour  of  free  radio 
time  to  express  their  views  on 
the  war.  Demonstrators  reported¬ 
ly  broke  three  windows  in  the 
building.  Within  15  minutes 
after  the  protesters  arrived,  the 
campus  radio  Station,  KU'l'-FM, 
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Noon  rally  on  UT  campus  Friday,  April  21.  Photo  by  Dorr  Scherz. 


granted  the  women  45  minutes 
of  air  time.  “Radio  can  handle 
events  of  this  immediate  nature 
better  than  any  other  medium,” 
commented  station  manager  Bill 
Giorda.  The  women  said  they 
wanted  the  aif  time  to  break 
through  the  news  embargo  on 
the  Vietnam  war  and  “to  tell  the 
people  what  is  really  going  on  in 
Southeast  Asia  and  the  United 
States.”  Victoria  Foe,  a  member 
of  the  women’s  group,  said,  “It 
is  no  coincidence  that  the  re¬ 
newed  bombing  in  North  Viet¬ 
nam  came  at  the  same  time  of 
the  Apollo  16  moon  shot.” 

After  the  visit  to  the  radio 
station,  the  marchers  took  on 
the  ROTC  building,  slinging  mud 
on  the  walls  and  through  open 
windows.  They  then  proceeded 
to  Guadalupe  and  24th  St., 
where  they  sat  down  in  the  inter¬ 
section  to  decide  their  next 
move.  Voting  to  march  on  the 


themselves  until  some  80  people 
tried  to  enter  a  campus  building 
for  a  sit  in,  at  which  time  there 
was  considerable  tear  gassing. 
Most  of  the  activity  ended  be¬ 
fore  midnight. 

Reports  from  Austin  have  it 
that  the  event  was  organized 
poorly,  if  at  all.  It  is  unclear  who 
cast  the  first  stone,  as  it  were,  in 
the  initial  confrontation,  police 
or  demonstrators. 

The  Rag  printed  different 
views  of  the  action.  One  writer 
called  it  “the  strongest,  most 
militant”  action  since  demon¬ 
strations  on  the  UT  campus  two 
years  ago,  following  the  Kent 
State  incident  and  the  U.S.  in¬ 
vasion  of  Cambodia.  “The  ruling 
class  must  have  gotten  the  mess¬ 
age  that  people  in  this  country 
won’t  stand  for  their  criminal 
actions,”  says  the  writer. 

Another  writer  called  the 
action  “nothing  more  than  wast¬ 


After  the  gassings  began,  demonstrators  used  rocks 
and  bottles  to  counter  the  police,  but  were  forced 
into  a  retreat  back  onto  campus. 


Capitol,  the  protesters  moved 
along  Guadalupe  to  19th  St. 
where  the  confrontation  began. 

Large  numbers  of  people  re¬ 
grouped  later  that  evening  at 
the  main  mall  to  discuss  the 
situation.  After  hearing  songs 
and  speeches,  and  watching 
guerilla  theater  performances, 
the  crowd  decided  to  march  to 
the  ROTC  building  and  then  to 
the  Lyndon  Baines  Johnson 
Library.  The  police  restrained 

'1  >  t  i .  1 1  .  jc.ir i  i 


ed  energy,  spent  in  an  unthink¬ 
ing  reaction.”  The  writer,  identif¬ 
ied  only  as  “Stroud,”  said  that 
the  Friday  demonstration  con¬ 
stituted  “suicidal  irresponsibil¬ 
ity,”  noting  that  many  demon¬ 
strators  were  “unaware  that  a 
large  force  of  riot  police  were 
waiting  for  them  at  19th  St.,  and 
there  were  certainly  a  large  num¬ 
ber  of  people  who  were  un¬ 
prepared  for  what  might  hap¬ 
pen.”  “Stroud”  accused  thp  “ip- 


Women  at  KUT  prior  to  their  being  given  radlotlme  to  air  their  views. 
Photo  by  Dorr  Scherz. 


U.S.  Navy  recruiting  car  burns  In  anti-war  protest  In  San  Francisco,  April  17,  1972. 
Photo  by  Roger  Lubin. 


promtu  leaders”  in  the  crowd, 
the  ones  with  the  bullhorns,  of 
not  warning  demonstrators  of 
the  impending  confrontation 


and  said  that  in  such  a  situation, 
one  should  have  the  choice  of 
leaving  or  pushing  onward. 

April  27rMay  3,  1972  :  5 
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What’s  in 
Chile 
For  ITT? 


by  Dale  L.  Johnson  and 
John  Pollack 

(The  authors  work  with  the  Chile 
Research  Group  at  Rutgers  Uni¬ 
versity.  This  article  was  distribu¬ 
ted  by  the  Features  News  Service 
of  the  North  American  Congress 
on  Latin  America,  an  indepen¬ 
dent  research  group  headquarter¬ 
ed  in  New  York.) 

Columnist  Jack  Anderson  has 
charged  that  ITT  and  the  CIA  en¬ 
gaged  in  efforts  to  prevent  Presi¬ 
dent  Allende  from  assuming  pow¬ 
er  in  Chile.  The  charges  provide 
an  occasion  for  us  to  ask:  what 
interests  do  ITT  and  other  multi¬ 
national  corporations  have  in  Chi¬ 
le  that  could  make  such  charges 
of  corporate  intervention  and 
U.S.  government  complicity  plau¬ 
sible? 

ITT  is  the  United  States’  eighth 
largest  industrial  concern.  In  10 
years  the  corporation  has  grown 
from  an  $800  million  company  to 
a  giant  with  assets  of  $6.4  bil¬ 
lion.  This  growth  is  due  to  a  ser¬ 
ies  of  ITT  takeovers  of  other  cor¬ 
porations,  including  Sheraton,  A- 
vis.  Continental  Baking  and  Hart¬ 
ford  Fire  Insurance,  and  to  a  ra¬ 
pid  expansion  of  foreign  activi¬ 
ties. 

The  recent  revelations  on  ITT’s 


friendly  ties  to  the  CIA  and  the 
Republican  Party  represent  only 
one  part  of  the  conglomerate’s 
relation  to  the  U.S.  government. 
With  $257  million  of  defense 
business  in  1971,  ITT  ranks  num¬ 
ber  23  on  tjje  Qefense  Depart¬ 
ment’s  list  i  of  prime  contractors. 
Defense-relator!  activities  include 
DEW  line,  the  Ballistic  Missile 
Early  Warning  System,  various 
satellite  communication  earth  sta¬ 
tions,  and  the  operation  of  a  ma¬ 
jor  integrated  communications 
system  in  South  Vietnam.  'Se¬ 
nior  Vice  President  of  ITT  Char¬ 
les  Ireland  is  a  retired  Lieute¬ 
nant  Colonel  of  the  U.S.  Ma¬ 
rine  Corps. 

ITT  is  among  the  largest  of 
U.S.-multinational  corporations. 
Like  all  multinationals,  ITT  views 
economic  nationalism,  especially 
when  combined  with  efforts  to 
construct  socialism  (as  in  Chile), 
as  a  fundamental  threat  to  its  in¬ 
terests.  In  1970,  47  per  cent  of 
ITT’s  sales  and  assets  were  located 
abroad,  while  59  per  cent  of  its 
profits  came  from  foreign  opera¬ 
tions.  ITT’s  growth  abroad  pro¬ 
ceeds  at  a  more  rapid  clip  than 
its  sensational  growth  through 
takeovers  of  other  U.S.  corpora¬ 
tions  (about  100  in  the  last  de¬ 
cade).  The  giant  operates  in  60 
countries,  with  over  $3  billion 
invested  abroad.  It  operates  in  12 
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Latin  American  countries,  among 
which  is  Chile. 

After  Anaconda  Copper,  Ken- 
necott  and  Cerro  Corporation, 
ITT  has  the  largest  U.S.  invest¬ 
ment  in  Chile.  The  conglomer¬ 
ate  owns  70  per  cent  of  the  Chi¬ 
lean  Telephone  Company,  with 
assets  of  $153  million,  as  well  as 
Compania  Standard  Electrica. 

Standard  Electric  operates  in 
24  countries.  In  Chile,  it  pro¬ 
duces  radio,  TV  and  telephone  e- 
quipment.  ITT  also  owns  two 
Sheraton  Hotels  in  Santiago  and 
(with  G.E.)  Electromat  S.A., 
which  produces  fluroescent  lamps. 

It  is  not  hard  to  imagine  ITT 
officials  sitting  down  to  talk  a- 
bout  the  business  of  politics  with 
CIA  agents  and  the  Chilean  equi¬ 
valent  to  the  Republican  Nation¬ 
al  Committee  in  a  luxurious  suite 
at  the  Hotel  Carrera,  one  of  ITT’s 
Sheraton  buildings  in  Santiago. 

The  ex-Director  of  the  CIA, 
John  McCone,  is  Chairman  of  the 
Board  of  ITT.  According  to  An¬ 
derson,  McCone  was  personally 
involved  in  the  conspiracy  a- 
gainst  Chile.  ITT-CIA  intrigues 
and  conspiracies  by  local  right¬ 
ists,  including  the  assassination  of 
the  Commander  of  the  Chilean 
Armed  Forces,  failed  to  prevent 


President  -'Allende  from  taking 
office  on  Nov.  3, 1970. 

Allende’s  Popular  Unity  gov¬ 
ernment  had  promised  during  the 
election  to  bring  all  large  mono¬ 
polies  into  the  sector  of  social 
property.  This  certainly  included 
the  ITT  telephone  monopoly. 
Negotiations  for  purchase  by  the 
Chilean  State  of  the  telephone 
company  were  begun  shortly  af¬ 
ter  Allende  took  office.  The  at¬ 
tempt  to  purchase  the  company 
occurred  after  years  of  unbeliev¬ 
ably  bad  service  and  aborted  at¬ 
tempts  by  the  previous  Frei  gov¬ 
ernment  to  compel  the  monopoly 
to  provide  adequate  servica 

Complaints  jibout  telephone 
service  in  Chile  are  legendary. 
Incomplete  calls  and  wrong  num¬ 
bers  are  the  norm.  ITT’s  tech¬ 
nology  is  obsolete.  People  wait 
for  years  in  vain  hope  of  installa¬ 
tion  and  there  is  practically  no 
rural  service.  Complaints  are 
heard  not  only  about  service  but 
also  about  the  large  profits  the 
telephone  company  enjoys. 

In  1967  the  Frei  regime  con¬ 
cluded  an  agreement  with  the 
phone  company  to  provide  147, 
000  lines  by  1971.  By  the  mid¬ 
dle  of  1971  only  70,000  lines 
had  been  extended,  and  the  vast 
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amounts  of  materials  bought  by 
the  Chilean  govememnt  for  tele¬ 
phone  extension  have  remained 
unused  in  warehouses.  Yet  in 
1969  the  Frei  administration  a- 
greed  that  the  telephone  com¬ 
pany  be  guaranteed  a  minimum 
annual  profit  of  10  per  cent. 

Profits  for  ITT  have  further 
been  augmented  by  special  for¬ 
eign  exchange  arrangements  for 
the  communications  monopolies 
in  Chile.  Shady  dealings  also 
help  ITT  in  Chile.  On  Sept.  25, 
1971,  the  General  Manager  of 
the  ITT-controlled  Chilean  Tele¬ 
phone  Company  and  three  other 
officials  were  arrested  on  charges 
of  fraud  in  company  dealings. 

During  last  year’s  negotiation 
period,  the  Chilean  government 
prevented  ITT  from  converting 
its  assets  into  dollars.  The  nego¬ 
tiations  broke  down  in  August 
of  1971:  On  Sept.  2,  the  Tele¬ 
phone  Company’s  bank  accounts 
were  blocked.  On  Sept.  23,  the 
Chilean  State  officially  took  over 
the  company.  Although  the  Chi¬ 
lean  government  has  not  yet  de¬ 
termined  the  amount  of  compen¬ 
sation  for  the  property,  ITT  has 
already  tried  to  collect  insurance 
from  the  Overseas  Private  Invest¬ 
ment  Corporation  (OPIC),  a  U- 
nited  States  government  agency 
which  encourages  overseas  invest¬ 
ment  and  reduces  risk  by  insuring 
corporations  against  expropria¬ 
tion  and  incovertibility  of  as¬ 
sets.  An  executive  Vice-Presi¬ 
dent  of  ITT,  Hart  Perry,  is  a 
board  member  of  OPIC. 

ITT  is  not  the  only  large  U.S.- 
based  multinational  corporation 
whose  interests  in  Chile  are  threat¬ 
ened  by  the  Allende  government’s 
economic  nationalism.  Anacon¬ 
da  Copper,  which  is  within  the 
sphere  of  the  Rockefeller  inter¬ 
ests,  is  another.  The  Rockefel¬ 
lers  are  also  linked  to  a  number 
of  other  U.S.  corporations  in 
Chile  which  face  the  prospect  of 
nationalization,  such  as  Standard 
Oil  of  New  Jersey.  Standard 
Oil  markets  petroleum  products 
and  owns  lubes-blending  and  plas¬ 
ticizer  plants. 

The  most  significant  of  the 
Rockefeller  holdings  in  Chile, 
however,  is  the  International  Ba¬ 
sic  Economy  Corporation  (IBEC). 
Like  ITT,  IBEC  is  a  conglomer¬ 
ate.  It  operates  in  33  countries 
and  in  1970  derived  60  per  cent 
of  its  profits  from  Latin  Ameri¬ 
ca,  although  only  33  per  cent  of 
its  investments  were  in  this  area. 
In  Chile,  IBEC  has  a  ready-mix 
cement  plant,  a  construction  firm, 
a  mining  e  'terprise,  and  four  in¬ 
vestment  and  management  com¬ 
panies. 

Through  the  investment  com¬ 
panies,  Rockefellers  have  pene¬ 
trated  many  Chilean  firms.  Their 
tactic  is  to  recruit  close  business 
associates  from  the  local  busi¬ 
ness  elite,  to  buy  into  local  com¬ 
panies,  and  then  to  put  their  men 
on  the  board  of  directors,  thus 
increasing  the  concentration  of 
decision-making  in  the  hands  of 
local  businessmen  serving  foreign 
interests.  IBEC  now  participates 
in  13  of  the  25  largest  Chilean 
corporations  and  controls  over 
50  per  cent  of  the  stock  in  three 
of  them.  In  short,  IBEC  in  Chile 
operates  like  ITT  does  every¬ 
where.  It  grows  by  achieving  fi¬ 
nancial  control  of  more  and  more 
independent  firms. 

ITT  maintains  links  to  the 
Rockefeller  Corporate  Empire 
through  interlocking  directorates 
with  Standard  Oil  of  New  Jersey 


and  Chemical  Bank,  both  Rocke¬ 
feller-controlled  corporations.  The 
Rockefellers  are  probably  more 
influential  in  shaping  U.S.  foreign 
policy  than  the  CIA.  They  man¬ 
age  this  through  a  high  degree  of 
influence  over  the  Council  on 
Foreign  Relations  (CFR). 

The  Rockefellers  also  frequent¬ 
ly  participate  in  Presidential  Task 
Forces  and  Missions  such  as  the 
Task  Force  on  International  De¬ 
velopment  which  recommended 
multilateralizing  U.S.  aid.  Nel¬ 
son  Rockefeller  toured  Latin  A- 
merica  in  1969  for  President  Nix¬ 
on,  producing  The  Rockefeller  Re¬ 
port  on  the  Americas.  Not  coin¬ 
cidentally,  ex-CIA  head  and  ITT’s 
chairman,  John  McCone,  is  a  board 
member  of  the  Rockefellers’  Stan¬ 
dard  Oil  of  New  Jersey. 

ITT  maintains  links  to  the  prin¬ 
cipal  international  centers  of  cor¬ 
porate  power.  Eugene  Black, 
for  example,  came  to  the  board 
of  ITT  after  15  years  as  President 
of  the  World  Bank.  The  World 
Bank  and  other  U.S.  loan  sharks 
have  lent  previous  Chilean  gov¬ 
ernments  $3  billion.  The  Uni¬ 
ted  States  is  now  trying  to  con¬ 
trol  Chile’s  future  and  show  down 
the  process  of  nationalization  by 
holding  this  debt  over  Allende’s 
head. 

Kennecott  Copper  is  control¬ 
led  by  another  major  corporate 
interest  group,  the  Morgans.  The 
Guggenheims,  founders  of  La 
Teniente  copper  mine  in  Chile 
in  1903,  are  still  involved  in  Ken¬ 
necott.  Kennecott  is  closely  as¬ 
sociated  with  W.  R.  Grace  and 
Co.,  one  of  the  U.S.  firms  with 
substantial  business  in  Latin  A- 
merica.  Chile  has  been  a  princi¬ 
pal  base  of  operations  for  Grace 
for  some  time. 

Like  ITT  and  the  Rockefellers’ 
IBEC,  Grace  is  a  conglomerate 
with  diverse  holdings  throughout 
the  Chilean  (and  Latin  American) 
economy.  In  the  1960s,  Grace 
became  associated  with  the  Ya- 
rur  family  of  Chpean  textile  mag¬ 
nates.  One  of  the  Grace- Yarur 
textile  mills  was  the  first'  com¬ 
pany  to  be  intervened  by  the  Al¬ 
lende  government.  In  Chile, 
Grace  also  has  a  half  dozen 
plants  in  the  processed  food  in¬ 
dustry,  two  shipping  lines,,  the 
International  Machinery  Compa¬ 
ny  and  a  petrochemical  plant. 

It  is  now  quite  obvious  that  the 
CIA  is  not  the  only  agency  of  the 
United  States  government  which 
would  like  to  see  the  Allende 
government  disappear.  Short¬ 
ly  after  an  October,  1971,  meet¬ 
ing  between  high  officials  of  the 
U.S.  government  and  executives 
of  nationalized  companies  opera¬ 
ting  in  Chile,  including  the  cop¬ 
per  corporations  and  ITT,  the 
State  Department  announced  its 
decision  to  suspend  all  aid  to  Chi¬ 
le.  This  was  preceded  by  other 
U.S.  acts  of  economic  sanction 
and  followed  by  a  “tough”  po¬ 
licy  toward  other  countries  which 
expropriate  U.S.  corporate  pro¬ 
perties. 

The  painful  lesson  is  that  what 
ITT  and  the  CIA  try  to  do  be¬ 
hind  the  scenes  to  subvert  the 
legitimate  government  of  ano¬ 
ther  nation,  the  United  States 
government  openly  pursues  as  a 
matter  of  policy.  Attempts  to 
control,  or,  if  that  fails,  over¬ 
throw  foreign  govenments,  will 
continue  to  be  the  policy  of  the 
United  States  as  long  as  the  pri¬ 
vate  interests  of  the  ITTs,  Rocke¬ 
fellers  and  Morgans  abroad  are 
defined  as  the  national  interest 
of  the  United  States. 


APOLITICOS  INTELECTUALES 


One  day 
the  apolitical 
intellectuals 
of  my  country 
will  be  interrogated 
by  the  simplest 
of  our  people. 

They  will  be  asked 

what  they  did 

when  their  nation  died  out 

slowly, 

like  a  sweet  fire, 
small  and  alone. 

No  one  will  ask  them 
about  their  dress, 
their  long  siestas 
after  lunch, 

no  one  will  want  to  know 
about  their  sterile  combats 
with  “the  idea 
of  the  nothing,” 
no  one  will  care  about 
their  higher  financial  learning. 

The  won’t  be  questioned 
on  Greek  mythology, 
or  regarding  their  self-disgust 
when  someone  within  them 
begins  to  die 
the  coward’s  death. 

They’ll  be  asked  nothing 
about  their  absurd 
justifications, 
born  in  the  shadow 
of  the  total  lie. 

On  that  day  the 

the  simple  men  will  come. 

Those  who  had  no  place 
in  the  book  and  poems 
of  the  apolitical  intellectuals, 
but  daily  delivered 
their  bread  and  milk, 
their  tortillas  and  eggs, 
those  who  mended  their  clothes, 
those  who  drove  their  celts, 
and  cared  for  their  dogs  Euid  gardens 
and  worked  for  them, 
and  they’ll  ask: 

“What  did  you  do  when  the  poor 
suffered,  when  tenderness 
and  life 

burned  out  in  them?” 

Apolitical  intellectuEils 
of  my  sweet  country, 
you  will  not  be  able  to  answer. 

A  vulture  of  silence 
will  eat  your  gut. 

Your  own  misery 
will  pick  at  your  soul 
And  you  will  be  mute 
in  your  shame. 

Olio  Rene  Castillo 
Cuatcmalan 
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by  Victoria  Smith 


The  eight  antiwar  demonstrators  recently 
arrested  after  they  chained  themselves  to 
the  Federal  Building  doors  are  seeking  a  jury 
trial,  according  to  their  attorney.  , 

Richard  Prinz,  lawyer  for  the  “Houston 
Eight,”  as  they  are  now  known  in  some 
circles,  said  that  the  charge  —  blocking  in¬ 
gress  and  egress  of  a  building  is  a  federal 
petty  charge,  or  the  federal  equivalent  of  a 
misdemeanor.  The  defendants  had  the 
choice  of  going  through  the  U.S.  District 
Court,  where  they  would  be  legally  entitled 
to  a  jury  trial,  or  the  magistrate’s  court. 

They  opted  for  the  former,  Prinz  said,  in 
order  not  to  waive  their  rights  to  a  trial  by 

JUI?h  e  request  for  a  jury  trial  comes  up 
some  time  this  week.  Prinz  said  that  if  the 
request  is  denied,  it  will  be  appealed.  He 
noted  that  some  federal  judges  do  not  want 
to  bother  with  a  jury  trial  for  a  petty  charge, 
because  of  the  time  and  costs  involved. 

The  eight  defendants  are:  Elizabeth  Frei, 
Yvonne  Hauge,  Jan  Wamess,  Nina  Wouk, 

Cliff  Bain,  Mark  Wilson,  Wayne  Vogel  and 
Mickey  McGuire.  They  were  arrested  by 
Houston  police  April  14  following  a  civil 
disobedience  protest.  The  four  men  also 
.were  charged  with  forcibly  opposing,  im¬ 
peding  and  resisting  a  U.S.  Marshal,  a  fel¬ 
ony  charge  with  a  maximum  sentence  of 
three  years.  The  women  were  not  charged 
with  the  felony,  although  they  think  that 
their  actions  were  the  same  as  those  of  the 
men. 

In  a  statement  issued  by  the  Hams  County 
Women’s  Political  Caucus,  Poppy  Northcutt, 
chairman  of  the  group,  said,  “As  feminists, 
we  deplore  the  difference  in  treatment  be¬ 
tween  the  male  and  female  protesters.  We 
strongly  urge  that  the  felony  charge  against 
the  men  be  dropped.”  She  added  that  the 
protesters’  action  “recalls  that  of  the  Suffra¬ 
gettes,  who  chained  themselves  to  the 
White  House  gates  in  efforts  to  achieve  the 
vote.”  The  statement  expiessed  sympathy 
with  the  protesters. 

(See  related  news,  this  issue.) 

Water  Districts  Everywhere  . . . 

And  yet  another  story  dredged  up  out  of 
the  Houston  Post. 

Last  week  the  Post  lost  several  thousands 
of  dollars  in  advertising  revenue,  apparently 
because  of  one  news  article  and  an  editorial, 
although  the  angry  advertisers  suggested 
that  there  was  more  to  it  than  that. 

The  offensive  article,  written  by  Post  re¬ 
porter  Susan  Caudill,  and  printed  Thursday, 
April  20,  discussed  some  of  the  problems 
citizens  in  general  and  the  Post  in  particular 
have  in  gaining  access  to  the  financial  records 
on  public  bonds  and  tax  money  of  some 
100  water  districts  in  the  area. 

Water  districts  are  areas  in  which  water 
and  sewer  facilities  are  paid  for  through 
bond  elections,  which  means  that  a  sub- 
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division  developer  does  not  have  to  foot 
this  expensive  bill.  The  districts  are  created 
in  the  state  legislature:  so  many  have  been 
created  in  the  last  several  years  by  so  few 
individual  legislators  (like  State  Rep.  Jack 
Ogg)  that  one  begins  to  wonder  exactly 
who  besides  law  makers  are  involved  in  the 
procedures.  Water  districts  encourage  devel¬ 
opers  to  build,  because  of  the  millions  of 
dollars  the  districts  save  them.  And  the  bond 
issues  are  frequently  approved,  quite  literal¬ 
ly,  by  a  mere  handful  of  voters.  As  the  Post 
points  out,  “Of  the  21  bond  elections  in 
Harris  County  last  year,  all  but  six  approved 
millions  in  bonds  with  six  or  fewer  voters.” 

But  the  thrust  of  the  Post  article  that 
threw  a  bloc  of  advertisers  —  specifically 
homebuilders  and  apartment  builders  —  in¬ 
to  a  temporary  tizzy  was  the  reporter’s  dis¬ 
cussion  of  her  inability  to  gain  access  to 
water  district  records.  Cyril  Smith,  senior 
partner  of  Smith,  Rowe,  Fisher  and  Hay, 
the  law  firm  that  handles  most  of  the  water 
districts  in  Houston  and  Harris  County,  said 
it  was  no  go  for  the  Post.  He  said  he  would 
open  up  the  records  only  on  the  vote  of  a 
given  district’s  board  of  directors,  adding, 
“but  I  wouldn’t  recommend  they  give  you 
(the  Post)  anything  because  I  know  what 
you’re  up  to. 

“All  the  Houston  Post  does  is  dig  up  in¬ 
formation  to  discolor  the  character  and  pur¬ 
pose  of  these  districts,”  he  told  the  Post. 
“You’re  doing  great  harm  to  Houston  which 
grows  by  virtue  of  these  districts.  Y ou  all 
have  been  talked  to  and  talked  to  and  told 
to  stop  and  get  the  facts  right  all  to  no  avail. 

“People  buying  our  bonds  know  the  Post 
is  critical  and  wonder  what’s  the  matter 
with  them.  If  the  leading  newspaper  in  the 
state  says  so  they  think  something  must  be 
the  matter  with  them,”  Smith'said.  He  add¬ 
ed  that  he  opposes  the  election  of  Bill 
Hobby,  president  and  executive  editor  of 
the  Post,  for  lieutenant  governor. 

The  day  after  this  article  ran  in  the  Post, 
another  appeared  by  the  same  reporter,  say¬ 
ing  that  the  board  of  directors  of  the  Wilcrest 
Improvement  District  had  advised  its  law¬ 
yers  to  open  the  district  financial  records  to 
any  citizen  and  the  Houston  Post.  This  dis¬ 
trict  is  apparently  run  by  citizens,  rather 
than  developers.  Claude  Sellars,  a  director 
of  the  Wilcrest  district,  told  the  Post  that 
his  community  took  over  the  district  board 
in  the  elections  last  January.  “We  had  al¬ 
ways  objected  to  the  amount  of  secrecy  that 
existed  in  everything  the  board  did,”  he 
said.  (After  a  legislative  bill  creates  the  dis¬ 
trict,  the  first  board  of  directors  is  then 
named,  with  the  names  for  members  provid¬ 
ed  the  legislator  by  the  developer.  So  natural¬ 
ly,  a  water  district  is  at  least  initially 
developer-controlled  until  a  subsequent 
election.) 

The  Friday  article  also  said  that  on  Thurs¬ 
day  some  homebuilders  and  apartment 
builders  “withdrew  a  substantial  block  of 
advertising  from  The  Post  because  of  stories 
about  water  district  records  being  withheld 


and  an  editorial  advocating  the  availability 
of  flood  insurance  for  homeowners.” 

The  boycott  was  evidently  short-lived, 
but  it  cost  the  Post  some  $17,000  (an  un¬ 
official  estimate)  and  cut  the  home  section 
on  Sunday  from  40  to  26  pages.  The  Post 
was  accused  by  various  unidentified  sources 
close  to  developers  and  builders  as  taking  a 
“militant  and  anti-building  stand.”  The  ex¬ 
pressed  object  of  the  boycott  was  not 
“blackmail,”  but  a  demonstration  of  what 
could  happen  to  newspaper  advertising 
were  there  no  land  for  builders  to  develop. 

Said  one  representative  of  a  miffed  ad¬ 
vertiser,  “It’s  not  really  a  boycott.  We  do 
feel  the  articles  have  not  portrayed  how  we 
feel  about  water  districts  ...  so  we  decided 
to  concentrate  our  advertising  in  the  Hous¬ 
ton  Chronicle.” 

In  the  past,  the  Post  has  printed  articles 
pointing  out  that  one  multi-million  dollar 
bond  election  or  another  was  passed  by 
some  half  a  dozen  voters  or  fewer.  This  is 
not  uncommon  in  Harris  County  because 
many  water  districts  in  their  early  days  are 
populated  by  very  few  citizens. 

A  developer  might  argue  that,  democracy 
notwithstanding,  the  bond  elections  con¬ 
tribute  to  the  growth  of  the  city  and  county 
in  an  organized  fashion. 

In  the  Friday  article,  the  reporter  points 
out* that  the  Post  has  reported  numerous 
facts  —  which  the  advertisers  apparently 
contest  —  about  water  district  bond  elections: 
that  “voters  are  solicited  and  moved  into  a 
water  district  only  days  before  the  election”; 
that  the  elections  are  conducted  by  the 
voters  themselves  as  election  officials;  that 
the  bond  money  voted  in  can  be  used  “to 
retire  bonds  for  the  first  three  years,  enabl¬ 
ing  the  developer  to  complete  his  subdivis¬ 
ion  and  get  out  without  ever  paying  taxes 
himself”;  that  the  bond  debts,  often  in¬ 
curred  by  six  or  fewer  voters,  are  passed  on 
to  new  homeowners  who  are  responsible 
for  the  debt  without  ever  having  had  a  say 
in  creating  it.  A  clear  admission  of  guilt  on 
the  part  of  the  Post. 

It  seems  obvious  that  the  formation  and 
financing  of  water  districts  is  something  of 
a  racket,  one  of  many  rackets  headquarter¬ 
ed  in  Austin. 

Of  course,  the  Post  can’t  come  out  and 
just  say  that,  but  it’s  encouraging  to  see  that 
the  newspaper  will  print  articles  that  detail 
the  facts  of  an  issue  like  this,  even  though 
such  articles  endear  the  paper  even  less  to 
already  disgruntled  advertisers. 

Pacifica  Marathon 

Pacifica  radio,  the  local  free  speech,  free 
for  all,  listener-sponsored  radio  station,  is 
going  marathon  starting  Monday,  April  30. 
The  marathon  is  a  phenomenon  peculiar  to 
Pacifica  Foundation  radio  stations.  Basic¬ 
ally,  it’s  a  fund-raising  gimick. 

Those  of  you  who  recall  Marathon  Alice 
of  last  spring  may  shudder  at  the  thought 
of  another  marathon  —  24  hours  a  day  of 
fund-raising  pitches,  varied  only  by  the  im¬ 
agination  of  any  given  staff  member,  until 
a  set  goal  of  several  thousand  dollars  in  sub¬ 
scriptions  and  contributions  was  met. 

David  Crossley,  KPFT  station  manager, 
says  this  marathon  will  be  different.  “We’re 
not  setting  a  money  goal  this  time,  but  a 
people  goal,”  he  said.  “We  want  1,500 
pledges.”  And  no  more  24  hour  a  day  pitch¬ 
ing.  “There’ll  be  entertainment,  live  broad¬ 
casts  with  live  reports  from  all  over  the 
city,”  he  said.  In  fact,  he  added,  the  whole 
marathon  will  be  “almost  all  live.” 

Marathon  begins  at  6  a.m.  Monday  morn¬ 
ing,  with  Jennifer  Palmer’s  breakfast  party. 
That  evening  at  7:30  p.m.  there  will  be  a 
party  for  anyone  who  wants  to  come,  at  the 
Pacifica  offices  at  618  Prairie. 

If  you’re  interested  in  the  New  Marathon, 
Pacifica  is  located  at  90.1  on  the  FM  dial. 
For  more  information,  call  the  station  at 
224-4000. 


Sun  Ra  and 
the  New  Black 
Music 


by  Henry  Kuntz,  Jr. 

“The  Magic  City, "by  Sun  Ra  and  His 
Solar  Arkeslra  (Saturn  Records  LPR  711). 
Titles:  “The  Magic  City,"  “Shadow  World,” 
“Abstract  Eye,’  “Abrstracl  1,”  Featuring 
Pal  Patrick,  baritone,  flute;  John  Gilmore, 
tenor;  Marshall  Allan,  alto,  flute,  clarinet ; 
Walter  Miller,  trumpet  on  side  I;  Ali  Has- 
san,  trombone  on  side  1;  Riber  Blank,  per¬ 
cussion  on  side  I;  Ronnie  Boykins,  bass; 
Chris  Capers,  trumpet  on  side  II;  Teddy 
Nance,  trombone  on  side  II;  Jimhmi  John¬ 
son,  percussion  on  side  II;  Sun  Ra,  clavio- 
line  and  pinao  on  side, I,  base  marimba, 
piano,  tympani,  electronic  celeste  and  Sun 
Ilarop,  dragon  drum  on  side  II. 

There  is  a  revolution  goin  on  in  music 
today,  but  it  is  not  the  one  you  may  think. 
It  is  centered  mainly  in  the  Black  ghettoes 
of  the  East  and,  unlike  the  music  played  on 
the  so-calledl  “underground”  radio  stations, 
or  talked  about  in  the  “underground” 
press,  this  music  really  is  underground.  Un¬ 
like  the  music  that  comes  over  the  “hip” 
wavelengths  which  is  pushed  and  plugged 
by  Capitol,  MGM  and  the  rest,  this  music 
has  gotten  no  PR  from  anyone.  Yet  it  is 
the  most  dynamic  and  vital  music  being 
played  in  the  United  States  and  in  the 
West  today. 


This  music  -  New  Black  Music  -  comes 
mainly  out  of  that  musical  tradition  known 
as  “jazz.”  And  while  it  is  entirely  new,  it 
can  be  traced  right  back  through  Mingus  and 
Monk  and  Parker,  Basie  and  Ellington,  all 
the  way  back  to  Louis,  King  Oliver  and 
Buddy  Bolden. 

In  fact,  this  -music  has  recaptured  the 
spirit  of  that  early  New  Orleans  sound. 
Not  that  it  sounds  like  turn-of- the- century 
New  Orelans  -  far  from  it,  but  the  music 
has  again  become  a  collectively  improvised 
music  with  rhythms  played  on  top  of  rhy¬ 
thms  on  top  of  rhythms  and  with  bold  non- 
Westem  harmonies  that  reach  right  back  to 
Africa  and  to  India  and  to  the  East  generally. 

If  most  of  this  music  can  be  called  “under¬ 
ground,”  then  Sun  Ra’s  music  must  be  said 
to  be  positively  subterranean.  Though  Sun 
Ra  has  been  on  the  music  scene  for  quite 
some  time  now  and  has  kept  together  a  band 
of  some  10  to  15  musicians  since  the  late 
fifties  (many  of  whom  have  been  with  him 
for  all  of  that  time),  and  has  recorded  some 
30  albums  of  his  music,  not  one  has  been 
recorded  for  a  major  record  company. 

Most  easily  obtainable  are  three  records 


the  band  did  for  ESP  Disc  in  1965  and  1966. 
But  even  so,  try  to  find  the  ESP  recordings 
in  your  favorite  record  shop.  All  the  rest  of 
the  recordings,  with  the  exception  of  two 
1957  records  available  on  Delmark,  one 
recording  done  for  Savoy  and  some  recent 
work  done  for  a  European  label,  are  (like 
The  Magic  City)  on  Sun  Ra’s  own  label, 
Saturn. 

The  main  reason  for  this,  aside  from  the 
fact  that  none  of  the  major  companies  has 
offered  Sun  Ra  a  chance  to  work,  is  simply 
that  Sun  Ra  has  not  wanted  to  record  for 
the  major  record  companies.  He  prefers  to 
have  complete  control  over  the  production 
and  distribution  of  his  music.  Sun  Ra  has 
thus  shown  the  way  for  musicians  to  end 
once  and  for  all  exploitation  by  the  record 
industry:  do  the  work  yourself.  The  only 
problem  has  been  with  the  dsitribution 
which,  unfortunately,  has  kept  many  people 
who  otherwise  would  have  been  moved  and 
inspired  by  it  from  hearing  the  music. 

It  has  also  meant  that  Sun  Ra’s  contri¬ 
butions  to  the  new  free  style  of  Black  mu¬ 
sic  have  frequently  been  overlooked.  But 
the  truth  is  that  in  the  early  sixties,  along 
with  the  small  groups  of  Ornette  Coleman 
and  Cecil  Taylor,  Sun  Ra’s  band  was  one  of 
the  first  to  begin  playing  the  new  music. 

LeRoi  Jones  wrote  that  Sun  Ra’s  Cos¬ 
mic  Arkestra  is  really  the  first  big  band  of 
the  New  Black  Music.  Others  have  experi¬ 
mented  with  collective  improvisation  invol¬ 
ving  a  large  group  of  musicians  (10-12 
players),  most  notably  Ornette  Coleman 
and  John  Coltrane.  But  as  powerful  and 
moving  as  these  attempts  were,  Sun  Ra’s 
manipulation  of  sound  within  the  large 
band  framework  is  really  a  more  together 
music. 

In  this  respect,  The  Magic  City  is  some¬ 
thing  of  a  landmark  recording,  both  for  Sun 
Ra  himself  and  for  the  New  Music  generally. 
Recorded  (I’m  guessing)  in  1965,  here  is  the 
band  inone  of  its  finest  moments. 

As  always  with  Ra’s  compositions,  the 
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The  following  is  a  brief  account 
of  at  least  some  of  those  things 
you  always  wanted  to  know 
about  your  Alfa  Romeo  but 
were  loo  mechanically  unminded 
to  ask  your  mechanic. 


You’re  driving  your  foreign 
car  in  the  Montrose  area  one 
day  and  suddenly  it  stops.  On 
the  comer  is  a  Space  City! 
vendor.  If  you  are  short  of  cash 
and  cannot  afford  someone  to 
come  fix  your  car,  you’ll  buy  a 
copy  of  Space  City!  Not  just  any 
issue,  mind  you,  but  this  very 
issue,  because  it  will  tell  you 
how  to  get  going  and  who  to  see 
when  your  car  dies  next  time. 

If  you  abound  in  affluence 
you  should  call  a  tow  truck  and 
save  this  article  until  you  run 
out  of  money  —  because  if  your 
foreign  car  is  like  my  foreign 
car  you  will  not  be  affluent 
long. 

Like  most  foreign  car  (FC) 
freaks  you  bought  yours  used, 
very  used.  Maybe  you  bought  it 
from  a  dealer  —  good.  Maybe 
you  bought  it  from  some  dude 
getting  ready  to  move  to  Alaska 
—  bad.  At  any  rate  your  FC  is 
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well  used  and  prone  to  break 
down  —  frequently  in  the  least 
convient  places  —  like  Main  and 
Travis.  Here  is  how  to  get  it 
going  with  the  minimum  of 
effort. 

All  motors  have  one  thing  in 
common.  Gas  is  fed  to  a  combus¬ 
tion  chamber  and  ignited  with  a 
spark.  The  resulting  bang  moves 
a  rod  up  and  down  which  moves 
a  crank  which  moves  the  car. 

When  your  FC  suddenly  stops, 
three  things  can  be  wrong.  One, 
there  is  no  spark  igniting  the  gas. 
Two,  there  is  no  gas  for  the 
spark  to  ignite  to.  Three,  the 
engine  has  let  go.  Ninety-nine 
out  of  100  times  when  your 

jewel  stops  the  problem  will  be 
either  one  or  two,  because  num¬ 
ber  three  is  a  grand  thing  with 
much  noise  and  smoke.  There 
will  be  no  doubt  as  to  what  has 
happened. 

Getting  going  will  involve  find¬ 
ing  out  if  it’s  number  one  or 
number  two  and  then  fixing  it, 
yourself.  Most  often  it’s  easy. 
Even  if  you  do  get  greasy  and 
sweaty  it’s  better  than  being 
ripped  off  by  Fly  By  Night  Im¬ 
ports.  So  let’s  go  back  to  your 
car  and  see  what’s  happened. 

Coming  to  a  Stop 


rl  iO 


As  the  engine  dies  and  you 
find  yourself  coasting  down  the 
road  look  at  your  gas  gauge.  Is 
it  empty? 

Assuming  you  do  have  gas 
and  you  have  the  key  on  (did 
you  hit  it  with  your  hand  at  the 
last  downshift?),  think.  Did  the 
motor  quit  with  no  warning  or 
did  it  sputter  and  try  to  live  on? 
If  it  quit  with  no  warning  very 
quickly,  try  your  horn.  If  your 
horn  ddesn’t  work  something  is 
wrong  with  the  electrical  system. 
Try  the  radio  and  windshield 
wipers.  If  all  electrical  gadgets 
refuse  to  respond  you  have  a 
problem  with  your  battery.  Get 
t  u  r-fH.'.ffc/, 
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out  and  find  it. 

Most  batteries  are  under  the 
hood  right  next  to  the  engine. 
Exceptions  are  VWs  which  have 
theirs  under  the  rear  seat,  as 
everyone  knows. 

Found  it?  Good.  See  those 
two  thick  cables?  Check  to  see  if 
they  are  loose.  If  corrosion  has 
built  up  and  the  cables  are  loose 
your  job  is  simple.  Take  15  cents 
and  buy  a  Coke.  Pour  the  Coke 
where  the  cables  are  attached  to 
the  battery.  Now  do  you  see 
those  two  short  stumps  the 
cables  are  attached  to?  These 
are  terminals  and  sometimes 
they  get  glazed  with  corrosion. 
And  with  loose  cables  it  is  a 
wonder  you  ever  get  the  car 
started  in  the  first  place. 

The  Coke  has  a  high  acid 
content  and  will  eat  away  the 
corrosion  nicely,  but  be  careful 
not  to  get  it  on  the  distributor 
or  other  electrical  components. 
Clean  off  everything  around  the 
cables  and  terminals,  get  out 
your  wrenches  or  pliers  and 
tighten  the  cables. 

Does  your  horn  work  now? 
If  it  does  get  in  and  drive  off.  If 
it  doesn’t  go  to  your  fuse  box 
and  see  if  the  fuses  are  blown.  If 
all  this  has  failed  to  get  you  on 
your  way,  go  back  to  the  battery. 
Take  two  screwdrivers,  or  two 
wrenches;  place  one  on  each 
terminal  and  then  touch  the  two. 
If  a  nice  spark  appears,  some¬ 
thing  serious  is  wrong;  keep 
reading.  If  there  is  no  spark, 
your  battery  is  dead  and  most 
likely  your  generator  is  not 
generating  which  allowed  the 
battery  to  go  dead  which  made 
you  stop.  Simple,  isn’t  it?  Get 
your  battery  recharged  and  your 
generator  fixed. 

Still  by  the  side  of  the  road? 
Go  to  the  hood  again,  open, 
look  in  and  find  the  distributor. 
It’s  a  dark  colored  cylinder  with 
thick  wires  coming  out  of  the 
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top  going  to  the  spark  plugs. 
Check  all  the  wires.  If  any  are 
loose  tighten  them.  Especially 
check  that  thin  wire  going  from 
the  distributor  to  the  coil.  This 
is  the  ground  wire  and  is  very 
prone  to  fall  off  for  no  explain¬ 
able  reason.  To  be  safe  push  all 
distributor  and  coil  wires  deep 
into  their  sockets  and  make  sure 
the  small  condenser  wires  and 
coil  wires  on  the  side  are  on 
tight.  Try  to  start  the  car  now. 

If  it  turns  but  doesn’t  want  to 
catch  and  live  on,  it’s  a  good  bet 
the  plugs  aren’t  working.  To  be 
sure,  take  one  plug  wire  off  the 
plug  and  hold  it  close  to  a  metal 
surface.  Have  a  friend  turn  the 
key.  If  a  spark  jumps  out  to  the 
metal  surface,  put  the  connec¬ 
tion  back  and  read  on. 

If  no  spark  is  sent  forth  your 
coil  is  most  likely  dead.  Get  a 
new  one.  (Don’t  know  what  the 
coil  is?  It  is  dark  and  shaped 
like  the  distributor  but  smellier. 
A  small  cable  goes  from  the  top 
of  the  coil  to  the  top  of  the 
distributor.  Found  it?  Good.) 

By  this  time  you  have  found  a 
loose  connection  or  dead  battery, 
corrected  your  fault  and  motor¬ 
ed  on.  No?  Well  then  you  prob¬ 
ably  do  not  have  an  electrical 
problem,  you  have  a  fuel 
problem. 

But  Not  With  Matches 


First,  find  your  carburetor. 
See  a  black  tube  or  a  shiney 
metal  tube  coming  from  under¬ 
neath?  This  is  the  fuel  line. 
Loosen  the  fuel  line  and  have 
someone  turn  the  key.  Gas  rush¬ 
es  out?  If  it  does  put  the  tube 
back  on  and  go  try  to  start  the 
car.  If  the  car  starts  finish  the 
article  at  home,  I’ll  tell  you  what 
went  wrong.  No  gas?  Your  fuel 
pump  is  broken  or  your  fuel 
line  is  clogged. 

There  are  two  kinds  of  fuel 
pumps,  electric  and  mechanical. 


A  Story  s 
Cars  and 
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Cinema 


Bless  the  Beasts  and  Children. 

Director  Stanley  Kramer  can  make 
even  the  best  causes  seem  insignificant. 
It’s  a  gift,  of  a  sort.  Around.  PG 

Buck  and  the  Preacher.  Sidney 
Poitier  and  Harry  Belafonte,  together 
again  for  the  first  time,  in  a  Western. 
Opens  April  28  at  Loew's  State 
(222-2040)  and  the  drive-ins.  PG 

Cabaret.  A  great,  great  movie. 
Intelligent  and  careful  on  the  outside, 
the  film  nurtures  a  raw,  nerve-racking 
core  —  Liza  Minnelli  in  the  performance 
of  her  life.  Also  features  Joel  Grey  as 
the  malignant  M.C.  iri  a  tacky  Berlin 
cabaret,  just  prior  to  the  rise  of  Hitler. 
Do  not  miss.  Windsor,  622-2650. 
Reserved  seats.  PG 

A  Clockwork  Orange.  I  f  “2001” 

was  the  ultimate  trip,  this  newest 
Stanley  Kubrick  production  is  the 
ultimate  bore.  Gives  you  a  chance  to 
recall  what  your  watch  looks  like. 
Galleria  Cinema,  626-4011.  X 

Concert  for  Bangladesh.  T  he  film 
of  the  benefit.  “Mad  Dogs  and  English¬ 
men”  remains  the  best-yet  of  the 
concert  genre  —  god  knows  it  receives 
no  competition  from  this  inadequate 
measure.  River  Oaks,  524-2175.  R 

The  Crunch  Bird.  The  movie 
business  seems  to  have  no  place  any 
more  for  the  fine  art  of  animated  shorts. 
This  cofeature  at  the  Delman  is  there¬ 
fore  a  welcome  anachronism. 

The  Culpepper  Cattle  Company. 

Just  “The  Cowboys”  with  a  twist. 

A  dumb,  predictable,  meaningless 
twist  at  that.  At  the  drive-ins.  PG 

Flash  Gordon.  C  ontinuing  chapters 
of  the  original  serial  (with  Buster 
Crabbe)  are  cofeatured  by  the  week  at 
the  Park  III  Film  Festival.  (The 
Festival  seems  to  be  in  throes  of  some 
sort;  they’re  reduced  to  showing  “Such 
Good  Friends”  of  all  things.) 

The  French  Connection.  A  hateful, 

fast-ass  thriller  that  just  won  a  bunch 
of  bscars.  (It’s  also  made  a  ton  of 
money,  and  the  two  are  not  unrelated.) 
A  well  done  movie,  no  doubt  about 
it,  but  some  jobs  just  shouldn’t  be 
done  at  all.  Park  III  (522-5632), 
Shamrock  Four  (666-1546)  and 
around.  R 

Georgia,  Georgia.  W  ith  Diana  Sands. 
Opens  April  28  at  the  Metropolitan, 
228-8151.  R 

Getting  Straight.  Elliott  Gould  at 
his  worst,  which  is  saying  something. 
8pm,  April  27.  Oberholtzer  Ballroom, 
UH.  Admission  75  cents. 

The  Godfather.  Everything  you’ve 
heard  and  more;  intelligent  and  un¬ 
patronising,  it  still  has  the  raw  energy 
that  only  American  films  seem  able 
to  capture.  Brando  is  magnificent;  A1 
Pacino  even  better.  At  all  four  Cinemas. 
(The  crush  is  off  slightly;  still,  it’s  best 
to  try  for  a  week-night.)  High  prices.  R 

The  Hospital.  G  eorge  C.  Scott  is  a 
ham  with  the  talent  to  support  his 
indulgence.  Fun  trash.  Shamrock  Four 
(666-1546)  and  around.  PG 

The  Hot  Rock.  Lukewarm,  despite 
some  hectic  character  roles  occupied 
(fantastically)  by  George  Segal,  Ron 
Liebman  and  Paul  Sand.  Alabama, 
522-5176.  PG 

Klute.  Jane  Fonda  is  the  best  young 
actress  in  the  business,  and  she’s  never 
been  better  than  in  this  middling 
thriller.  (The  thriller  is  middling;  the 
rest  of  the  movie  is  well-observed  and 
acutely  scripted.)  Around.  R 


Lady  and  the  Tramp.  Disney’s 
movies  are  saccharine,  silly  and  often 
brutally  false.  BUT:  his  animation 
artistry  is  almost  without  parallel. 
“Lady”  has  especially  fine  work  in  the 
backgrounds.  Around. 

The  Last  Picture  Show.  Ignored 
in  the  popularity  contests  that  besiege 
the  movie  industry  every  year,  this 
was  nevertheless  the  finest  American 
film  of  1971.  Exceptionally  capable 
acting  —  but  the  Oscar  should  have 
gone  to  Ellen  Burstyn.  Directed  by 
Peter  Bogdanovich.  Delman,  529-1257. 
R 

Macbeth.  Audience  reaction  to  this 
bloody  spree  is  tied  with  “National 
Enquirer”  force  to  the  murder  of  the 
director’s  wife,  Sharon  Tate.  Weird. 

Or  Wyrd.  Probably  still  around, 
somewhere.  R 

Made  For  Each  Other.  A  n  odd 

little  comedy  from  the  team  that 
produced  “Lovers  and  Other  Strangers”. 
Probably  the  best  comedy  of  last  year, 
at  last  in  Houston.  Village,  528-2334. 

PG 

McCabe  and  Mrs.  Miller.  S  till 

around,  perhaps,  because  it’s  being 
cofeatured  with  “Klute.”  This  is  one 
of  the  finest  films  of  last  year,  shame¬ 
fully  ignored  from  coast  to  coast.  It’s 
difficult  to  keep  up  with  the  events  of 
the  film  —  everything  happens  naturally 
and  not  step  by  step  —  but  that  should 
be  exhilirating  for  an  excited  audience. 
Instead,  people  want  things  s-p-e-1— 1-e-d 
o-u-t,  want  to  be  hit  over  the  head.  You 
should  be  hit  over  the  head  if  you 
don’t  get  out  and  find  this  one  before 
it  disappears  forever.  R 


Snow  Job.  J  ean-Claude  Killy  had 
better  hope  he  can  go  on  skiing  for  a 
few  more  years,  for  his  acting  career  is 
D.O. A.  Around.  PG 

The  Ten  Commandments.  God, 
Charlton  Heston  and  C.B.  deMille 
share  the  billing.  Around.  G: for 
Gargantuan. 

The  Trojan  Women.  With  Katherine 
Hepburn,  Vanessa  Redgrave,  Irene 
Pappas,  Genevieve  Bujold.  Despite  the 
recognizable  cast,  this  is  a  strange  and 
difficult  film.  Murky,  but  worth  seeing. 
Bellaire,  664-0182.  PG 

Vanishing  Point.  May  the  Good 
Lord  preserve  us  from  updated  Homer, 
and  from  films  that  pitch  (Existentially  ) 
to  the  youth  market.  Cofeatured 
around  with  “The  French  Connection.” 

The  Virgin  Spring.  A  timeless 
masterpiece  about  man’s  duty  to  God. 

A  shockingly  brutal  and  brilliant  Film, 
directed  in  1959  by  Ingmar  Bergman 
company.  8pm,  April  28.  Library 
auditorium,  UH.  F$ee„  In  Swedish, 
with  English  subtitles. 

What’s  Up  Doc?  L  aughter  in  a 
theatre  is  a  rare  thing  these  days  —  and 
the  jokes  here  are  funny,  if  not  very 
original.  But  you  walk  away  with  a 
sour  taste  in  your  mouth.  Peter 
Bogdanovich  directs  Barbra  Streisand 
(fair),  Ryan  O’Neal  (awful)  and  a  Fine 
crowd  of  bit  players.  T  &  C  Six, 
467-2476.  High  prices.  G 


My  Fair  Lady.  George  Cukor  has 
had  a  long  and  illustrious  career  as  a 
big-studio  director  (mostly  under  con¬ 
tract  at  Metro),  given  to  big-studio 
productions  (“Dinner  at  Eight,” 
“Camille”),  especially  those  involving 
big  female  stars  (“The  Women”  and 
most  of  the  best  of  Garbo  and  Hep¬ 
burn  —  he  was  speciFically  removed 
from  the  filming  of  “Gone  With  the 
Wind”  because  he  spent  too  much  time 
with  Vivien  Leigh).  However,  a  female 
God  couldn’t  solve  the  problems  in¬ 
herent  in  this  big,  overblown  musical 
starring  that  other  Hepburn,  Audrey. 

9pm,  April  29.  Jones  Hall,  U.  of  St. 
Thomas. 

A  New  Leaf.  A  genuinely  charming 
movie  that  never  quite  works.  But 
some  of  it  is  priceless,  however 
amorphous  the  total  experience. 

Elaine  May  directs  and  stars,  with 
Walter  Matthau.  Nobody  saw  this 
movie  the  First  time  out,  so  this  time 
you’ll  have  to  hit  the  drive-ins. 

One  is  a  Lonely  Number.  Slick 

flattery  directed  at  divorced  women 
with  time  on  their  hands.  Trish  Van 
Devere’s  performance  in  this  movie 
makes  you  wonder  what  unclear 
sexual  perversion  catapulted  this  girl 
to  stardom.  Memorial,  465-5258.  PG 

Rachel,  Rachel.  A  reasonably  fine, 
but  small  movie:  the  directing  debut 
for  Paul  Newman  and  one  of  Joanne 
Woodward’s  best  performances.  It’s 
easy  to  overpraise  this  medium  achieve¬ 
ment  —  but,  considering  its  competition, 
hard  to  ignore.  8pm,  April  28.  Jones 
Hall ,  U.  of  St.  Thomas. 

Rice  Media  Center.  Twoseperate 
programs  of  student  films,  accompanied 
by  midnight  screenings  of  Godard’s 
“Two  or  Three  Things  1  Know  About 
Her”  (Friday)  and  “The  Wild  One”. 
(Saturday).  8pm,  May  12-13.  Free. 

Rush  to  Judgement.  The  Emile  de 
Antonio  documentary.  7:30  pm, 

April  27.  Anderson  Hall,  U.  of  St. 
Thomas.  Free. 


Theater 


Cinderella.  A  production  for  children. 
2pm,  Saturdays  and  Sundays  thru  May 
14.  Fondren  Street  Theatre,  783-9930. 

Grand  Prize.  A  dramatization  of 
the  Sholom  Aleichem  tale.  8pm,  April 
29-30,  Kaplan  Theatre,  Jewish  Com¬ 
munity  Center,  729-3200. 

Jack  and  the  Beanstalk.  From 
Studio  7,  a  musical  production  of  the 
children’s  fable.  2pm,  Saturdays  thru 
May  20.  Houston  Music  Theatre, 
771-6374. 

Oh,  Baby.  A  new  comedy  by  Walter 
Boyd.  Directed  by  Jim  Siedow.  8:30pm, 
Fridays  and  Saturdays.  Theatre 
Suburbia,  682-3525. 

One  Flew  Over  the  Cuckoo’s  Nest. 

Held  over  for  one  more  week,  this 
highly  acclaimed  production  is  direct¬ 
ed  by  C.C.  Courtney,  and  features  a 
fine  cast.  8pm,  thru  April  29.  Liberty 
Hall,  225-6250. 

Reunion.  A  one-act  black  comedy 
by  Jim  Bernhard.  9pm,  Fridays  and 
Saturdays.  Playwright’s  Showcase, 
524-3168.  SEE  SHORT-TAKE  REVIEW. 

Richard  111.  4  ‘The  only  X-rated 
Shakespeare  in  town”  —  so  help  me  — 
reads  the  publicity.  Sidney  Berger 
directs.  UH  Drama  Department 
production.  April  26-29.  Cullen  Hall. 

Salvation.  A  dynamite  production 
of  the  off-Broadway  rock  opera.  C.C. 
Courtney  has  reworked  the  script; 

Phil  Oesterman  directs.  8pm,  Thurs-Sat; 
7pm,  Sundays.  Fondren  Street  Theatre, 
783-9930. 

Taming  of  the  Shrew.  8  :30pm, 
Tues-Fri;  5  and  9pm,  Saturdays;  2:30 
and  7 :30pm,  Sundays.  Alley  Theatre, 
228-8421.  SEE  SHORT-TAKE 
REVIEW. 


Music 


Jan  Cole,  flutist.  With  Mary 
Elizabeth  Lee,  piano  and  harpsichord, 
Lee  Busby,  guitar,  and  Jack  Briece, 
celesta  and  narration.  Iri  a  performance 
of  works  by  Telemann,  Piston,  Villa- 
Lobos,  Sor,  Briece,  Pinkham,  and 
Arma.  Best  bet  for  the  week.  8pm, 

May  2.  Hamman  Hall.  Free. 

Alice  Cooper,  Canned  Heat,  and 
Bang.  8pm,  May  7.  Hofheinz  Pavilion. 
Tickets:  Houston  Ticket  Service, 
Ticketown  and  Record  Town. 

Ferrante  and  Teicher.  A  Foley’s 
“Critics  Choice”  Production.  Not  this 
critic’s  choice.  8pm,  April  30.  Jones 
Hall.  Ticket  Information:  223-4822. 

Houston  Harpsichord  Society 
Harpsichord  Festival.  J  ames 
Mueschke,  Margery  Halford,  Robert 
Jones,  Eleanor  Roessler,  Rebecca  Craft, 
Judith  Linder,  and  William  Palmer, 
harpsichordists.  With  the  Rice  Madrigal 
Singers  and  flutist  David  Tessmer.  Per¬ 
forming  works  of  J.S.  Bach,  Rameau, 
W.F.  Bach,  D.  Scarlatti,  Blavet  and 
Lassus.  8:15pm,  April  28.  Hamman 
Hall.  Free. 

Elton  John.  A  well  known  gun  comes 
to  town.  8pm,  April  28.  Hofheinz 
Pavilion.  Ticket  Information: 

748-6600,  ext.  1261. 

Dominican  College 
The  Pearl.  First  performance  of 
resident  composer  Dawn  Crawford’s 
adaption  of  Steinbeck’s  novel.  8pm, 

April  28&29.  Aquinas  Student  Center. 
Free.  * 

University  of  Houston  School  of  Music 

Piano  Music  of  1915:  Satie, 
Debussy  and  Ives.  Ivar  Mikhashoff, 
piano,  Amy  Winn,  flute,  and  Paul 
Schmidt,  narration.  Music  and  com¬ 
mentaries  for  Satie’s  “Sports  and 
Diverdions”,  four  Etudes  by  Debussy, 
and  Ives’  “Concord”  Sonata.  8:30pm, 
April  28,Agnes  Arnold  Auditorium. 

Free.  ’ 

H  ouston  Symphony  Orchestra 
Kenny  Rogers  and  The  First 
Edition.  A  Foley’s  “Sounds  of  the 
70’s”  Production.  Senseless.  8:30pm, 
April  27.  Jones  Hall.  Ticket  Information: 
223-4822. 

La  Bastille 

716  Franklin.  227-2036 
Frank  Sinatra  Jr.  And  his  Las  Vegas 
Revue.  Imagine  that.  9:30  and  11:30, 
April  28-May  6. 

Paintings 

and 

Plastics 

Contemporary  Arts  Museum 

Opening  show  features  works  of 
ten  avant  garde  artists.  It  deserves 
another  lookv 

Museum  of  Fine  Arts 

1  001  Bissonnet.  526-3129. 

SALUTE  TO  THE  CAM:  Contemporary 
art  from  the  Museum's  permanent 
collection.  Cullinan  Hall. 

RODIN:  Sculptures  and  graphics  of 
famed  French  sculptor  Auguste  Rodin. 
Cullinan  Hall. 

HOUSTON  POST  SPRING  ART 
FESTIVAL:  215  pieces  were  selected 
from  2,424  entries  of  junior  and  senior 
high  school  students  in  the  30  -  county 
area  surrounding  Houston.  Mixed  media. 
Through  May  ,14.  Masterson  Junior 
Gallery. 
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Paintings  and  Plastics  cont. 


Rice  University 

6 100  S.  Main.  528-4141. 

“THE  WORK  OF  VENTURI  AND 
RAUCH,”  a  traveling  exhibition  on 
two  plastic  billboards  of  the  work  and 
thought  of  Venturi  and  Raech, 

Architects  and  Planners  of  Philadelphia. 
Thru  May  15.  Student  Photography 
Exhibit.  Thru  May  10.  Institute  for 
the  Arts,  University  at  Stockton,  ext. 

246.  9th  ANNUAL  STUDENT  SHOW. 
Sewell  Hall  Gallery.  April  28  thru  May  20. 

Galleries 

Adept  Gallery.  L  uther  G.  Walker  in 
a  one-man  show  of  paintings,  poetry, 
and  prose.  6-9 pm  weekdays.  1-5  pm 
Sundays.  1317  Binz. 

Artists  Outlet  Community  Center. 

Local  black  artists  on  the  black  life¬ 
style.  Most  media.  9-5pm,  Mon.-Sat. 

2603  Blodgett. 

Black  Arts  Gallery.  “In  the 

Beginning  . .  .’  Blackness,”  first  show¬ 
ing  of  local  black  artists  in  renovated 
Deluxe  theater,  3303  Lyons. 

David  Gallery.  S  ee  a  little  bit  of 
everything!  2243  San  Felipe,  524-0977. 
Frame  Forum.  Michael  Hannan 
prints,  odds  and  ends.  Also  inexpensive 
framing  services  by  local  artists. 

1405  Waugh  Dr. 

Gallery  of  Original  Arts.  Abstracts 
by  Gilbert,  miniatures  by  J.  Stewart 
Nagler.  Farmer’s  Market,  Town  and 
Country  Village,  467-6577. 

Good  Earth  Gallery.  A  great  new 
gallery  featuring  Houston  artists.  The 
price  is  right.  Hours  are  llam-3pm  anc 
7-10pm  daily.  508  Louisiana. 
Hooks-Epstein  Gallery.  C  ontempor- 
ary  graphics  by  various  artists.  1200 
Bissonnet,  529-2343. 

Houston  Baptist  College.  Paintings 
by  Joe  Polley  Paine.  M.D.  Anderson 
Student  Center.  7502  Fondren. 

Kiko  Galleries.  Oils  by  artist  Rene 
Bro.  Portfolios  form  Edition  Ur 
a/Europe.  10am-5pm,  Mon-Sat.  419 
Lovett,  522-3722. 

Latent  Image.  O  Id  and  new  photo¬ 
graphs  of  Houston.  A  feast  for  the  eye. 
1122  Bissonnet,  529-2343. 


Alfred  Lee  Gallery.  Sculptures  by 
Ann  Armstrong  and  contemporary 
graphics  by  many  international  artists. 
3404  Roseland,  522-2519.  1 
Long  and  Company.  W  est  and 
Wilderness  exhibition  covers  the  period 
in  American  Art  from  1865  to  the 
present.  2323  San  Felipe,  523-6671. 
Lowell  Collins  Gallery.  S  culpture 
and  etchings  by  Rose  Van  Vanken 
Hickey  . .  Watercolors  by  Odette 
Ruben.  1903  Saint,  622-6962. 

Old  Market  Square.  6th  Annual 
Arts  Festival  and  Sidewalk  Show.  April 
30  and  May  7. 

River  Oaks  Gallery.  W  ester n 
sculpture  by  Harry  Jackson.  2501 
River  Oaks  Blvd.,  522-6501. 

Robinson  Galleries.  W  orks  of  the 
John  L.  Paxton  collection  and  “Olympic 
Art  1972.”  3220  Louisiana,  528-7674. 
University  of  St.  Thomas.  W  orks 
by  University  of  St.  Thomas  students. 
Welder  Hall,  Yoakum  at  Sull  Ross. 
Matrix,  featuring  5  photographes 
offering  a  “hodge-podge”  of  styles. 
Located  at  Fairview  and  Taft. 


The  Tube 


Thu,  Apr  27 

8:00  am  Don  Sanders  guests  on  the 
Morning  Show.  Worth  getting  up 
early  for.  Ch  11 

7:00  pm  The  Muppet  Musicians  From 
Bremen.  Ch  39 

7:30  pm  Dante’s  Inferno.  Oliver 
Reed  stars  in  Ken  Russell’s  film,  a 
portrait  of  the  tormented  pre- 
Raphaelite  painter  and  poet,  Dante 
Gabriel  Rossetti.  Ch  8 

9:45  pm  Shakespeare  on  Film: 

David  Littlejohn  reviews  film 
adaptations  of  Shakespeare’s  plays, 
the  Peter  Brooks  production  of 
King  Lear  and  Roman  Polanski’s 
Macbeth  and  interpretations  of 
Shakespeare  by  directors  Laurence 
Olivier  and  Orson  Welles.  Ch  8 

12:30  San  Antonio  -  the  Errol 
Flynn  and  Alexis  Smith  one. 

Ch  11 


Attention ! 

VENDORS: 


From  now  on,  papers  should  be 
picked  up  at: 


TURTLE 

NEWS 

712  1/2 
Fairview 


Fri,  Apr  28 

7:30  pm  Film  Odyssey:  Knife  in  the 
Water:  the  first  feature-length  film 
by  Roman  Polanski  who  will  be 
interviewed  following  the  Film.  I  ’ 
saw  this  one  last  year  at  a  film 
festival  -  a  strange  story  with  some 
unusual  twists  and  turns.  Ch  8 
12:30  am  Yes,  it’s  John  Wayne  night 
on  the  all-night  movie.  Rio  Bravo, 
Shepherd  of  the  Hills  and  The 
Fighting  Kentuckians.  Ch  11 

Sat,  Apr  29 

8:00  pm  Journey  to  the  Far  Side  of 
The  Sun,  starring  Roy  Thinnes, 
the  man  who  fought  The  Invaders 
all  those  weeks  on  TV.  Ch  2 
10:30  pm  Brothers  Karamazov,  with 
Yul  Brynner,  Maria  Schell,  and 
Lee  J.  Cobb.  Ch  2 
10:30  pm  Whatever  Happened  to 
Baby  Jane?  Stars  Bette  Davis  and 
Joan  Crawford,  of  course.  Pretty 
creepy  for  sure.  Ch  13 
1:15  am  Shadow  of  The  Cat.  Cat- 
lovers  should  like  this  one:  a 
feline  avenges  the  murder  of  her 
mistress.  The  best  parts  are  the 
scenes  shot  from  the  cat’s  point 
of  view.  Ch  13 


Sun,  Apr  30 

10:30  pm  Sunday  in  New  York, 
with  Jane  Fonda  and  Rod  Taylor. 
Light  comedy,  very  light.  Ch  13 
10:30  pm  Keeper  of  The  Flame. 

Tracy  &  Hepburn.  A  war  corres¬ 
pondent  stumbles  onto  a  little- 
known  fact  that  an  honored  Amer¬ 
ican  had  worked  for  the  Fascists.. 
Ch  2 

Tue,  May  2 

8:30  pm  Hollywood:  The  Fabulous 
Era.  A  look  at  H’wood  from  1927 
to  the  present.  Henry  Fonda  hosts. 
Ch  2 


rAClFtCA**AYQU 

Pacifica  is  people.  It  can’t  survive  without  them,  and  it 
flourishes  with  a  lot  of  them.  If  you’re  one,  try  it.  See  if  it 
doesn’t  settle  acid  stomach.  Calm  uneasy  nerves.  Right 
wrongs .  You  can  get  your  first  dose  for  only  five  bucks,  an 
introductory  contribution  that  will  get  you  the  amazing 
Radio  Guide  for  four  months,  618  Prairie,  Houston,  77002 
224-4000,  Get  involved. 


9:30  pm  Dragnet:  The  Big  High.  The 
daughter  and  son-in-law  of  a 
wealthy  businessman  are  experi¬ 
menting  with  the  old  Mary  Jane. 

Ch  2 

Wed,  May  3 

7:30  pm  The  Price,  with  George  C. 
Scott  in  an  Emmy  Award-winning 
performance.  A  90  minute  produc¬ 
tion  of  Arthur  Miller’s  play.  Ch  2 

'8:00  pm  Naked  Jungle.  Charlton 
Heston  battles  man-eating  ants; 
it’s  enough  to  put  you  on  the  side 
of  the  ants.  Ch  13 

8:00  pm  Divorce:  Italian  Style ,  with 
Marcello  Mastroanni.  If  they  don’t 
blow  the  dubbing,  it’s  worth 
watching.  Mastroanni  at  his  best. 
Ch  39 

Thu,  May  4 

5:00  pm  Steve  Edwards  Show: guest 
will  be  former  left-winger  now 
John  Bircher  Charles  Smith.  Ch  11 


Rumor  has  it  that  the . 
Rolling  Stones  have  Sched¬ 
uled  a  Houston  appearance 
in,  June.  KLOL  wishes  to 
inform  its  listeners  that 
there  are  absolutely  no  tick¬ 
ets  presently  available  to 
this,  as  yet  unconfirmed 
concert.  Do  not  purchase 
any  Rolling  Stones  tickets 
until  KLOL  announces  of¬ 
ficial  ticket  information. 


12  :  SPACE  CITY! 


short  takes 


Taming  of  the  Shrew.  By  William 
Shakespeare.  Directed  by  R.  Ed¬ 
ward  Leonard.  With  Lilian  Evans, 
Woody  Eney,  Nancy  Evans  Leon¬ 
ard,  I.  F.  Hobson  and  the 
company.  An  Alley  Theatre 
production. 

A  t  the  first  intermission  of  the 
Alley’s  Taming  of  the  Shrew,  I  padded 
my  desultory  way  to  one  of  the  two 
snack  bars  to  fetch  my  usual  coke  and 
Mr.  Goodbar.  Swampy  from  the  first 
act,  my  trembling  fingers  working  at 
the  pale  yellow  paper,  I  snapped  off  a 
trapezoidal  chunk,  eager  to  wrench 
even  a  moiety  of  substance  and 
nutrition  from  an  evening,  which,  up 
to  that  point,  trembled  on  the  edge  of 
vacuity.  I  was  to  be  denied. 

My  molars,  charged  with  what 
should  have  been  a  pleasing  foray  into 
the  realm  of  tactical  bliss,  met,  instead, 
the  unmistakable  sandy  crumble  of 
stale  Mr.  Goodbar.  As  I  snapped  and 
tore  my  way  into  the  middle  of  the 
bar  seeking,  like  Marlowe,  a  heart  of 
darkness;  Truth,  that  quiet,  graceful 
figure,  which,  at  the  Alley,  gets  no 
further  than  the  snack  bar,  loomed. 
La  Rochefoucauldly,  the  maxim  came 
to  me:  “A  theatre  that  sells  stale  Mr. 
Goodbars  would  sell  stale  theatre.” 
Alas,  acts  two  and  three  gave  merit 
and  validity  to  my  maxim. 

But  stale  candy  bars  are  not  the 
only  barometer  at  the  Alley.  Consider 
this:  on  its  first  sight  of  the  stage,  the 
audience  is  confronted  with  a  triptych 
of  banners  urging  “Subscribeth  Now.” 
One  opens  his  program  to  find  a  flier 
blaring  the  tidings  of  the  sinister 
approach  of  the  “BANNER  SEASON 
to  which  all  are  democratically  teased 
into  subscribing.  Prancing  down  the 
aisle,  a  resident  minion,  in  full  cos¬ 
tume  and  beating  a  tabor,  launches 
into  pandering  couplets  appealing  for 
subscriptions.  To  his  everlasting  credit, 
he  appeared  embarrassed.  At  the 
snack  bar,  slapped  on  the  back  of  the 
coke  machine  are  two  types  of  special 
Alley  “Costume  Stationery”  (on 
which  one  presumably  scribbles 
appeals  for  rescue  when  trapped  with¬ 
in  the  Alley’s  bastions)  for  sale,  cheap. 

As  I  moved  through  this  com¬ 
mercial  gauntlet,  I  became  gun-shy.  I 
expected  one  of  the  residents  to  ooze 
from  one  of  the  offices  whispering, 
“Feelthy  pictures?” 

As  at  Lourdes,  one  is  beset  by 
hawkers,  vendors,  factors  and  huck¬ 
sters,  but,  unlike  Lourdes,  one  can 
anticipate  no  miracle  at  this  Shrine. 

The  production?  Well,  Lilian  Evans 
played  Lilian  Evans  with  that  celebrat¬ 
ed  atonal  heave  “as  she  would  split 
the  ears  of  the  groundlings.”  Her 
sister,  Nancy  Evans  Leonard,  served 
up  Bianca  and  lost  to  her  in  straight 
sets,  mostly  on  double  faults,  while 
Woody  Eney  was  vocally  miscast  as 
Petruchio. 

“Shrew”  was  done  before  by  the 
Alley  about  10  years  ago.  Considering 
that  the  Alley  has  done  only  three 
Shakespeare  productions  in  25  years, 
one  is  balked  by  the  reasoning  that 
urged  this,  one  of  his  lesser  efforts, 
upon  us  once  again.  But,  since  plays 
like  “Measure  for  Measure,”  “All’s 
Well,”  or  “Winter’s  Tale”  might 
challenge  the  production  staff  and, 
perhaps,  alienate  a  few  subscribers. 
“Shrew”  is  a  logical  choice  for  a 
theatre  that  though,  like  Hester,  wears 
its  “A”  proudly,  fails  to  move  to  her 
tough  dignity,  and  chooses  instead, 
the  boa-and-perfumed  life  of  the 
plump,  well-kept  broad. 


Concert  for  Bangladesh.  Produc¬ 
ed  by  George  Harrison  and  Allen 
Klein.  Directed  by  Saul  Swim¬ 
mer.  Music  recording  produced 
by  George  Harrison  and  Phil 
Spector.  With  George  Harrison, 
Bob  Dylan,  Leon  Russell,  Ringo 
Starr,  Eric  Clapton  and  others. 
Released  through  Apple/Twent¬ 
ieth  Century-Fox. 

It’s  difficult  to  jot  down  names 
in  the  dark  of  movie  theatres  —  and 
the  credits  just  flipped  right  by.  Other¬ 
wise,  I’d  like  to  have  formulated  a 
complete  Shit  List  for  this  disaster. 

“Disaster”  is  the  wrong  word.  More 
appropriate  would  be  “exploitation.” 

Everyone  knows  about  this  concert, 
the  music  it  made  and  the  excitement 
it  generated.  The  recording  —  what 
I’ve  heard  of  it  —  captures  the  music, 
and  a  bit  of  the  excitement  too.  The 
movie  version  loses  on  both  counts. 

The  sound  mixing  is  atrocious. 
Leon  Russell’s  big  number  comes 
along,  and  one  hears  more  of  the 
“wah-wah”  girls  than  of  Russell.  And 
the  photography  is  unreasonably 
static;  the  entire  concert  is  filmed 
from  about  three  camera  set-ups. 

For  sheer  theatrical  excitement, 
one  would  be  hard  pressed  to  beat 
Dylan’s  expected  surprise  appearance 
at  Madison  Square  Garden.  The  film 
misses  the  excitement  completely. 

It’s  not  a  bad  film;  it’s  just  not  fair. 
The  film  people  (I  discount  Harrison 
—  I  doubt  he  had  much  control)  is 
simply  figured  any  expense  was  un¬ 
necessary:  the  film  would  make  mon¬ 
ey  no  matter  how  crudely  it  was 
shot  and  mixed.  So,  while  the  film  is 
reasonably  enjoyable,  it’s  impossible 
not  to  feel  a  bit  cheated  by  the 
commercial  triumph  it  represents. 

The  event  won’t  happen  again,  and 
this  is  the  only  film  record  we  will 
ever  have.  Surely  that  alone  would 
justify  a  few  increments  of  pro¬ 
fessionalism.  Unless,  of  course,  we’re- 
only-in-it-for-the-money. 

So  don’t  complain  to  the  manage¬ 
ment  at  the  River  Oaks  theatre; 
they’re  doing  ail  they  can  with  a 
fuzzy  product.  Check  your  regrets  at 
the  five-and-dime. 


Ratchell,  Jo  Jo  Gunne  and  Emer¬ 
son,  Lake  and  Palmer.  Hofheinz 
Pavillion,  April  23. 

I  got  to  the  concept  halfway 
through  Ratchell’s  set  and  found  a 
seat.  Their  sound  was  rather  im- 
memorable,  but  it  wasn’t  bad.  They 
had  one  versitle  fellow  who  played 
piano,  guitar  and  trumpet,  and  seemed 
to  know  what  was  going  on. 

Actually,  I  enjoyed  half  of  Ratchell 
more  than  all  of  Jo  Jo  Gunne.  'Hiis 
isn’t  to  say  Jo  Jo  Gunne  was  poor,  the 
group  just  had  no  surprises.  They 
played  their  songs  in  a  professional 
manner,  but  that’s  what  I  expected. 
Their  material  was  largely  from  their 
album  and  carefully  recreated  to 
match  it. 

I  wasn’t  all  that  jazzed  about  the 
headline  act,  Emerson,  Lake  and 
Palmer,  because  I  don’t  like  bands 
with  a  lot  of  rhythm.  However,  ELP 
turned  out  to  be  interesting,  loud, 
musical  magicians.  They  used  an 
abundance  of  everything,  including 
electronic  weird  non-instrument  things 
to  really  excite  the  audience’s  tired 
ears.  They  are  able,  but  rather  mechan¬ 
ical,  musicians. 

Tom  Flowers 


The  Maestri,  directed  by  Gary 
Callaway,  and  Reunion,  directed 
by  Roger  S.  Glade.  A  one-act 
play  and  a  two-act  play  by  Jim 
Bernhard.  With  Anthony  Blythe, 
Mack  Hays,  Sharon  Hamill;  J. 
Ray  McFerren,  Bonnie  McFerren, 
Anthony  Blythe.  A  Playwright’s 
Showcase  production. 

Playwright’s  Showcase,  which  has 
thunderingly  replaced  Miss  Nina  of 
Alley-Astride-Parking-Lot  (the  well- 
known  spa)  as  the  most  adventurous 
institution  in  local  theatre,  reached 
into  the  building  cattvcorner  from  Ms. 
Vance’s  emporium  and  pulled  out  the 
present  playwright,  Jim  Bernhard. 
Jones  , Hall’s  loan  is  Autry  House’s 
gain. 

The  amiable  Mr.  Bernhard,  in  real 
life  Manager  of  the  Society  for  the 
Performing  Arts,  .shouldn’t  have  to  go 


as  far  uptown  as  Autry  House  to  get 
production.  These  two  short  plays  pro¬ 
vide  a  succulent  morsel  for  an  evening 
of  intimate  theatre:  of  the  sort,  pre¬ 
cisely,  that  the  Arena  Stage  was  tout¬ 
ed  for  and  has  too  infrequently  seen. 

The  one-act  form  of  “The  Maestri” 
seemed  to  suit  Mr.  Bernhard’s  pleasure 
better  than  the  two-act  of  “Reunion.” 
The  former  glittered  like  a  Dutch  still 
life  while  the  latter  creaked  like  a 
Sears  backyard  waterpump. 

These  twin  excursions  into  the 
literature  of  role-reversal  offer  those 
who  dissect  authors  (in  the  mistaken 
notion  they  will  find  the  foot¬ 
prints  of  his  soul)  a  real  Portrait  of  the 
Artist  as  a  Jung  Man.  Those  not  made 
illiterate  by  television  will  note  a 
redeeming  suppleness  of  language. 
That  is,  when  not  bemired  in  the 
sociological  cliches  of  the  situations 
the  characters  are  set  in. 

Primo:  an  aging,  trapped  conductor 
is  revived  by  a  chance  encounter  with 
a  prodigal  virgin.  She  claims  com¬ 
petence  in  an  unmentionally  large 
number  of  instruments.  The  re¬ 
storative  potion  she  offers  successfully 
is  a  tape  of  a  composition  she  wrote, 
c.  age  9  ;  Bernhard  was  smart  enough 
to  specify  the  tape  contain  only 
silence.  Imagination  always  beats  hell 
out  of  suggestion. 

Secundo:  a  raffish  college  best 
friend  descends  on  a  sedentary,  smug 
architect  and  practices  some  unnamed 
Buddhist  magic  on  the  upholstered 
despoiler  of  landscapes.  (J.  Ray 
McFadden’s  girth  is  an  excellent  touch 
of  casting  which  he  does  not  fail  to 
revel  in.)  The  architect  now  answers 
to  the  wanderer’s  name,  and  leaves 
what  was  once  his  own  house;  his  wife, 
as  predicted,  fails  to  notice  the 
difference. 

Brisk  and  lively  in  performance, 
the  plays  opened  to  a  disappointingly 
small  Champagne  Benefit  audience, 
the  proceeds  to  enable  the  theatre  to 
continue  operations.  Best  Performance 
by  Anybody  Involved  Award  goes  to 
Sharon  Hamill. 

See  SPACE-IN  \  THEATRE  for 
continuing  performances. 

—  Jamie  Yeager 


—  Ebenezer  Cooke 


—  Alex  Stern 
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Platter 

Chatter 


by  John  M.  Lomax 


Do  my  ears  deceive  me  or  has  KILT  news  really  moved  toward  the  left? 

Coming  up  at  the  Old  Quarter  this  weekend:  George  Ensle  on  Friday  night, 
Mance  Lipscomb  with  Tary  Owens  on  Saturday  followed  by  Frank  Davis 
Sunday.  . 

Sandee’s  will  counter  this  lineup  with  Deerfield  on  Friday  and  Saturday. 

And  on  Sunday,  May  7,  Bang,  Canned  Heat  and  Alice  Cooper  will  invade 

A  letter  in  Rock  magazine  compares  The  Blue  Oyster  Cult  to  the  13th  Floor 
Elevators.  I  wrote  back  and  asked  them  not  to  compare  mortals  to  the  Gods. 

From  the  nation’s  best  magazine.  The  National  Lampoon,  comes  the  follow¬ 
ing,  sworn  to  be  true:  An  86  year  old  man  was  arrested  in  Los  Angeles  for 
malicious  mischief.  He  then  used  his  only  phone  call  to  phone  in  a  bomb  threat 


to  the  airport. 

Pack  your  picnic  lunches  this  Friday,  April  28.  At  12:30  a.m.  Saturday,  or 
about  30  minutes  after  the  last  strains  of  Elton  John  have  died  away,  the  UH 
Program  Council  will  present  a  non-stop  midnight-till-dawn  cinethon  of  turkeys. 
That’s  right:  four  films  which  “bombed  financially,  thematically,  aesthetically, 
morally  or  gastronomically.”  The  event  will  be  staged  outside  Moody  Towers, 
will  be  free  to  all  and  will  “feature”  the  following  albatrosses:  Candy,  The  Travel¬ 
ing  Executioner,  The  Mephisto  Waltz  and  Myra  Breckinridge. 

If  you’re  curious  to  know  about  what’s  bugging  the  limeys  these  days,  UPI 
has  furnished  the  following,  direct  from  England:  “A  member  of  the  British  , 
Deaf  Assn,  complained  about  foul  language  used  by  some  players  in  Saturday  s 
soccer  match  at  Birmingham.  Viewers  with  normal  hearing  did  not  hear  what 
was  said,  but  deaf  viewers  accustomed  to  lip  reading  got  the  message. 

“  ‘Had  the  words  been  said  so  that  people  could  hear  them,  there  would  have 
been  an  uproar  throughout  the  country,’  James  Hudson,  national  field  officer  of 
the  association,  said  Monday.  ‘Visually  it  was  blatant.  We  appreciate  that  it  was 
in  the  heat  of  the  moment,  but  still  it  was  deplorable.’  ” 

And  from  Maxine’s  column  comes  the  announcement  that  Charlie  Hall  is 
planning  a  three  day  party  to  celebrate  the  remodeling  of  his  Village  Inn  Pizza 
Parlor  on  Westheimer  with  Chuck  Berry,  Bo  Diddley  and  the  Coasters,  beginning 
June  23.  Can  this  be  for  real? 


Dreams  ***  High  Country  ***  Raccoon  ***  Distributed  by  Warner-Reprise  *** 
37m  48s 

Holy  flatpick!  I  never  even  got  to  sit  down  for  this  one.  There’s  been  a  lot  of 
rock  and  roll  noses  thumbed  at  country  music  and  fiddles,  banjos  and  mandolins. 
All  those  noses  get  blown  with  minds  attached  if  they  listen  to  a  group  like  High 
Country  who  really  pick  that  ol’  time  music.  Banjo,  string  bass,  mandolin,  guitar 
and  fiddle  are  capable  of  creating  an  interplay  of  sparkling  notes  infectious 
enough  to  activate  the  dreariest  misanthrope. 

And  country  music?  Did  anyone  ever  have  any  quarrel  with  good  country 
songs  like  “Virginia  Waltz,”  “Katy  Hill,”  or  “Lost  Highway”?  You’ll  find  Bill 
Monroe’s  name  all  over  the  song  credits;  he’s  merely  the  ablest  mandolinist 
known  and  a  man  acknowledged  by  all  as  the  father  of  bluegrass. 

If  you’re  used  to  distorted,  strung  out  guitar  solos,  you’ll  be  stunned  by  the 
number  of  clear  notes  flying  thru  your  cranium.  This  kind  of  music  helped  our 
country  thru  some  might  rough  times  in  the  last  70  years;  a  strong  dose  of  it 
will  make  your  feet  forget  their  load  and  the  mind  mislay  its  millstones.  What 
are  we  doing  living  in  the  city  anyway?  94 


What  a  Bloody  Long  Day  It’s  Been  ***  Ashton,  Gardner  Dyke  <5  Co.  *** 

Capitol  ***  42m  07s 

For  four  years  this  “defiant,  irreverent  music”  has  been  pouring  from  the 
minds  of  Tony  Ashton,  Kim  Gardner  and  Roy  Dyke.  Along  the  way  to  here  they 
have  picked  up  3  horns;  Dave  Caswell,  Lyle  Jenkins  and  John  Mumford  from 
Keef  Hartley’s  band  and  McGuiness  Flint  and  a  lead  guitarist  fresh  from  48 
months  in  Australia. 

The  song  titles  shed  some  light  on  AGD  &  Co.  “It’s  Agonna  be  High  Tonight,” 
“It’s  a  Drag,  I’m  a  Drag,”  and  “Still  Got  a  Long  Way  to  Go.”  The  horns  are  used 
sparingly  and  then  are  employed  in  quick  bursts  rather  than  to  carry  the  rhythm. 
I’m  at  a  loss  somehow  to  describe  this,  so  I’ll  call  it  English  Funk.  Whatever,  it  is 
very  delightful;  led  off  by  “Ballad  of  the  Remo  Four,”  a  sprightly  tale  of  non¬ 
success  which  helps  to  set  the  album’s  theme  —  the  triumph  a  person  can  claim 
simply  by  making  it  safely  through  the  day.  A  bombastic  90  for  AGD  &  Co. 

A  Possible  Projection  of  the  Future/Childhood's  End  ***  Al  Kooper  *** 
Columbia  ***  40m  1 9s 

Al  Kooper  is  just  one  of  those  people  who  can  do  everything.  And  already 
has.  When  you’ve  had  a  solo  album,  were  part  of  the  first  Supersession,  nave 
jammed  with  Hendrix,  Dylan  and  many  others,  when  you’ve  done  your  own 
producing  and  maintain  a  head  guru  rep  in  the  Big  Apple,  just  where  do  you  go? 
Well,  you  can  get  old  just  like  everyone  else  and  you  just  may  wind  up  in  a  white 
Social  Security  jumpsuit  with  your  name  stitched  on  it  like  Al  has  on  the  cover 
of  this  album. 

Yes  folks,  that  is  a  makeup  job,  executed  by  none  other  than  the  man  who 
did  up  the  apes  at  the  start  of  2001 .  (Those  were  actors,  you  know.)  The  story 
goes  that  the  makeup  man  involved  in  the  Planet  oj  the  Apes  monkey  business 
was  rejected  by  Al. 
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The  future  is  all  that’s  left  when  your  past  has  been  public  knowledge  for 
eight  years.  According  to  Al,  the  future  will  have  a  lot  more  soul,  as  there  is  a 
definite  Motown  flavor  evident  in  Al’s  own  “Love  Trap,”  a  Smokey  Robinson 
song,  and  the  unforgettable  “Monkey  Time.” 

Al  produced,  arranged,  wrote  six  of  the  10  songs  and  played  electric  guitar, 
piano,  organ,  electric  piano,  mellotron,  three  types  of  synthesizer,  sitar,  12-string 
and  tambourine.  Six  record  companies  helped  by  loaning  out  artists  to  provide 
whatever  backing  Al  felt  was  needed.  I  believe  this  is  called  a  tour-de-force.  A 
studio  masterpiece,  but  the  name  of  the  game  in  rock  is  live  performance.  86 

Hunky  Dory  ***  David  Bowie  ***  RCA  ***  40m  06s 

Clear  away  the  excess  carping  about  David  Bowie’s  sexual  mien  and  you  have 
what  he  really  is  —  a  rock  singer  of  haunting  eclectic  vocal  ability.  You  also  have 
an  excellent  songwriter  unafraid  to  bare  his  soul  for  anyone’s  ears. 

His  voice  touches  many  familiar  chords,  from  Neil  Young  to  Lou  Reed,  to 
Dylan  thru  the  Stones  and  the  inevitable  Beatle  influence.  The  styles  encompass 
quite  as  many  musical  vistas.  Just  as  David  can  look  either  male  or  female,  so  his 
songs  assume  chameleon-like  qualities. 

Bowie  reminds  me  of  that  eerie  Arthur  Clarke  novel,  Childhood’s  End.  You’ll 
note  this  particularly  in  “OH!  You  Pretty  Things.” 

"Look  out  at  your  children 

See  their  faces  in  golden  rays 

Don’t  kid  yourself  they  belong  to  you 

They’re  the  start  of  a  coming  race 

The  earth  is  a  bitch 

We’ve  finished  our  news 

Homo  Sapiens  have  outgrown  their  use 

All  the  strangers  came  today 

And  it  looks  as  though  they’re  here  to  stay” 

Hunky  Dory  makes  you  work  a  little  to  accept  the  things  being  laid  down, 
both  in  lyrics  and  in  music.  You  can  try  to  dismiss  David,  but  you  won’t  be  able 
to  get  him  to  leave  your  mind. 

This  is  an  album  I’ll  play  for  friends;  they  all  expect  me  to  have  the  newest 
and  farthest-out.  David  grows  on  you  like  a  person  you  love.  Each  exposure  re¬ 
veals  a  new  joy;  an  unexpected  thrill  of  discovery.  You  may  not  like  Hunky  Dory, 
but  I  guarantee  you’ll  love  it.  95 

Sunset  Ride  ***  Zephyr  ***  Warner-Reprise  ***  40m  31s 

Some  covers  just  ooze  such  good  vibes  that  you  know  the  vinyl  inside  will 
vindicate  your  outlay.  Hendrix’  first  was  that  way,  ditto  for  Moby  Grape  and 
likewise  for  Sunset  Ride.  A  swaying  palm,  setting  sun,  eddying  ocean  and  soar¬ 
ing  plane  lead  the  way  into  a  fine  mellowed-out  album  in  some  ways  reminescent 
of  early  Joplin. 

Zephyr  hail  from  the  pure  air  of  Boulder,  Colo.,  a  locale  conducive  to  leading 
the  good  life  but  one  which  has  produced  no  previous  musical  monsters.  Eddie 
Kramer  has  taken  over  production  chores  for  the  group  and  has  applied  the 
lessons  he  learned  in  previous  work  with  Led  Zeppelin  and  Hendrix.  The  result 
is  a  consistent  batch  of  smooth-riding  songs. 

Candy  Givens  is  lead  vocalist  for  this  septet  whose  instrumentation  and  over¬ 
all  sound  often  parallel  that  of  Joy  of  Cooking,  another  band  with  a  keyboard- 
percussion  foundation  rather  than  the  usual  guitar-based  sound.  Zephyr  is  an 
easy-rockin  outfit  as  soothing  to  the  mind  as  a  smooth  “j”  after  a  strenuous 
day.  90 

Mandrill  Is  ***  Mandrill  ***  Polydor  ( Distributed  by  United  Artists)  ***  43m 
Ils 

Hush,  what’s  that  sound?  Drums.  1940-1969  I’ll  bet  offered  fewer  drum- 
based  or  drum  records  than  we’ve  had  in  the  last  three  years.  Santana  showed 
that  an  exotic  drum-based  sound  sold  lots  of  records:  since  then  we’ve  had  groups 
come  in  like  the  distant  drums  in  the  forest,  picking  up  the  beat  and  bending  it 
in  their  own  manner,  then  sending  it  winging.  Osibisa,  Malo  and  Mandrill  all  de¬ 
pend  on  the  skin  instruments,  while  it  seems  almost  everyone  is  suddenly  exper¬ 
imenting  with  congas,  timbales  and  even  more  esoteric  concoctions. 

A  cynic  may  wonder  why  this  development  has  taken  so  long;  the  drum 
preceded  the  guitar  in  man’s  brief  past  by  a  good  many  years.  The  drum  is  act¬ 
ually  the  easiest  instrument  to  make,  and  one  can  hardly  imagine  any  precedents. 

Mandrill  inserts  a  dash  of  brass,  a  touch  of  Moody  Blues  vocal  theatrics  and 
large  doses  of  drums  into  the  spot  guitar  and  incendiary  organ  so  indicative  of 
Santana.  Quite  tastily  mixed  too.  Bidy  noted  a  flavor  of  Sly’s  new  music  early 
on  Side  1  before  things  drift  to  more  primitive  rhythms. 

They’ll  getcha  movin’.  Drums  are  an  extension  of  the  heart  beating  in  your 
chest;  they  power  a  rock  group  with  rhythm  instead  of  blood.  Mandrill  can  rock 
better  without  the  horns,  though.  Coming  after  Santana’s  last,  the  artwork  looks 
a  tad,  shall  we  say,  influenced?  43  minutes  plus  of  music  is  a  hefty  offering 
though.  87 

Bootleg  Him  ***  Alexis  Korner  ***  Warner-Reprise  ***  2  records  78m  42s 
If  anyone  out  there  connects  John  Mayall  with  white  blues  in  England  then 
this  set  should  cause  them  to  erase  that  mistaken  impression.  Alexis’  first  band 
formed  in  1948  and  in  the  24  years  since  he’s  played  with  about  everyone  pass¬ 
ing  thru  the  Isle  who  knew  how  to  string  a  guitar  or  play  a  scale. 

The  names  are  all  on  the  back,  and  inside  is  a  chronology  listing  Alex’  side- 
men,  along  with  an  account  of  the  accounts  they  made  for  themselves  after  cast¬ 
ing  off.  The  list  reads  like  a  roll  call  of  English  rock  with  names  like  Mick  Jagger, 
John  Mayall,  Jack  Bruce,  Keith  Richard,  Victor  Brox,  Eric  Burdon,  Ginger 
Baker,  Charlie  Watts,  Graham  Bond,  Steve  Marriott,  Rod  Stewart  and  others. 

This  is  reputedly  priced  at  list  for  a  single  album.  It  is  said  that  the  moguls 
wanted  Alex  to  record  a  double  with  a  “super-session  of  the  former  musicians. 

He  refused  and  instead  brought  some  of  his  tapes  encompassing  the  past  11  years 
and  insisted  they  be  packaged  with  a  contemporary  side.  This  latter  side  covers 
Alex  from  1967  on  and  showcases  him  as  one  half  a  duo  with  Peter  Thorup  play¬ 
ing  Mance  Lipscomb  and  Robert  Johnson,  to  the  22-man  Cosmic  Consciousness 
Society,  a  blues/rock  band  playing  his  own  Compositions. 

Other  treats  include  an  odd  couple  accompanying  one  number  —  Robert 
Plant  and  Steve  Miller,  a  Charlie  Mingus  Tune,  the  old  Ray  Charles  standard  I 
Got  a  Woman,”  a  Joe  Tex  song,  a  Willie  Dixon,  two  Jesus  songs,  a  Curtis  May- 
field  selection  and  to  top  it  off,  W.C.  Handy’s  “Yellow  Dog  Blues.” 

Alexis  makes  all  the  right  moves,  plays  adroitly  and  has  a  grourmet  s  eye  for 
musicians.  Yet  his  voice  is  a  mite  too  mellow  for  the  blues  he  loves  so  dearly.  It 
shows  most  on  the  Jesus  rockers  where  his  particular  vibrations  seem  most  at 
home.  Nonetheless,  Bootleg  Him  is  more  a  required  text  than  an  optional  pur¬ 
chase.  If  it  really  is  being  sold  at  a  reduced  price  then  it’s  well  nigh  an  irrestible 
buy. 

I’ve  gotten  this  far  somehow  without  mentioning  the  picture-laden  four  page 
slick  booklet  that  accompanies  the  set.  Featuring  a  gassy  11  year  old  pic  of 
Jagger,  Jack  Bruce,  Dorner  and  others  wailing  away  in  performance.  You  may 
also  be  interested  to  find  that  Alexis  was  born  in  Paris  on  April  19,  1928,  lived 
all  over  Europe  before  coming  to  England  and  made  his  first  guitar  out  of  ply¬ 
wood  and  a  manicured  table  leg,  with  nails  for  his  frets.  Twenty  four  years  later 
we  have  some  of  the  results  from  the  man  who  in  1961  is  said  to  have  formed 
the  first  white  electric  blues  band  in  the  world.  94.  This  is  a  talking  history 
book  in  12  bars. 


If  you  own  a  really  old  FC  you 
might  have  an  electric  fuel  pump. 
New  Ferraris  have  electric  pumps 
though,  but  anyone  who  can 
shell  out  $20,000  for  a  car  won’t 
be  reading  Space  City!,  they 
would  be  calling  Mr.  Simpson  to 
fix  it 

When  you  turn  the  key  or 
press  the  button  does  an  insane 
ticking  noise  fill  the  air  and  then 
slowly  die  out?  This  is  an  electric 

fuel  pump,  most  likely  a  S.U.  or 
Lucas.  (S.U.  stands  for  Skinners 
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Union.  It  was  once  a  plumbing 
concern  in  England  which  should 
tell  you  something  of  the 
trouble  you’ll  have  with  your 
fuel  pump.) 

If  it’s  electric  and  you  turn 
the  key  and  no  ticking  greets 
your  ears,  the  pump  is  gone. 
Before  you  read  any  further  go 
see  if  the  fuse  has  blown  on  the 
pump.  If  so,  replace  it.  Use  the 
same  amp  size  you  took  out.  If 
you  are  fool  enough  to  put  in  a 
larger  one  the  only  advice  I  can 
give  you  is  to  carry  a  good  five 
pound  dry  chemical  fire  extin¬ 
guisher. 

Now  if  the  fuse  is  good,  go 
find  the  fuel  pump.  This  is 
relatively  simple.  Follow  the  fuel 
line  from  the  carburetor  to  the 
fuel  tank.  See,  there  it  is.  Go 
turn  on  the  key  and  then  come 
back  and  try  bashing  it  with  a 
screwdriver  handle.  This  might 
get  you  going  long  enough  to  get 
you  to  the  dealer. 

A  mechanical  unit  works  off 
the  engine  and  is  very  depend¬ 
able  so  don’t  bother  bashing  it 
about.  If  you  turn  the  key  and 
everything  pumps,  sucks  and 
sparks,  but  no  gas  comes  out 
you  have  a  clogged  fuel  line. 
Somehow,  get  to  a  gas  station 
and  have  a  mechanic  clean  the 
line  with  compressed  air.  This 
should  get  you  going.  Drive  to 
the  dealer  or  wherever  you  get 
major  repairs  done  and  get  your 
fuel  line  completely  cleaned, 
because  what  ever  clogged  it  the 
first  time  will  clog  it  again. 

Remember  when  gas  rushed 
out  and  I  told  you  to  put  the 
fuel  line  back  on  and  travel  on? 
Well,  what  most  likely  happened 
was  that  the  gas  in  the  pump 
started  to  boil  from  engine  heat 
due  to  a  typically  hot  Houston 
day.  The  pump  works  on  fluids, 
not  vapor,  so  no  gas  was  pumped 
due  to  loss  of  suction.  The  gas 
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cooled  as  you  went  over  the 
check  list  and  was  normal  by  the 
time  you  got  to  it.  To  get  going 
faster,  pour  water  over  the  pump. 

Be  careful  and  don’t  get  cold 
water  on  hot  engine  parts  or 
you’ll  have  BIG  problems. 

The  Time,  It  Drags  On 

Where  are  you  now?  If  you 
are  on  your  way  you  have  found 
your  problem  and  fixed  it.  If 
you  are  still  sitting  by  the  road 
side  you  are  doing  something 
wrong  or  something  major  is 
wrong.  Here  are  some  flukes  to 
watch  out  for. 

Is  it  a  hot  day?  Was  your 
water  temperature  gauge  near 
the  peg?  Were  you  racing  along 
at  high  rpm’s  and  when  you 
slowed  the  motor  sort  of  lost 
power?  Did  the  motor  cough 
and  stop  when  you  tried  to  idle 
at  a  light?  You  might  have 
blown  a  headgasket.  Check  the 
oil.  Is  there  grey  foam  all  over 
the  dip  stick?  This  is  conden¬ 
sation  and  you  have  a  real 
problem.  Call  a  tow  truck,  buy 
a  Coke  (to  drink  this  time)  and 
practice  using  the  thumb  again. 

Are  you  sitting  in  the  rain 
with  a  dead  engine?  Did  you  just 
run  through  a  big  puddle?  If 
you  have  an  old  English  car 
don’t  believe  any  of  that  bunk 
about  Britian  ruling  the  waves 
because  her  cars  won’t  go 
through  a  puddle  without  dying. 
Chances  are  good  that  water  is 
in  the  distributor. 

Before  you  get  out,  get  a 
cloth  and  put  it  in  your  pocket 
or  some  place  dry.  Now  go  find 
the  distributor.  See?  It’s  all 
covered  with  water.  Pull  the 
clips  off  and  lift  the  cap  slowly. 
Take  the  cloth  and  dry  the  in¬ 
side  of  the  cap.  Look  at  the 
rotor,  a  mushroom-type  thing 
exposed  in  the  distributor  body. 
Wet?  If  so,  dry  that  too.  If  water 
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is  truly  everywhere  dry  all  wires 
and  connections.  By  now  you 
have  most  likely  burned  your 
hand  getting  the  cap  on  and  off, 
so  get  in  and  try  starting  the  car. 
The  heat  would  have  dried  off 
the  small  stuff  you  missed. 

Is  the  red  generator  light  burn¬ 
ing  bright  with  the  engine  runn¬ 
ing  at  a  fast  clip?  Y  our  regulator 
is  stuck  open.  Have  you  come  to 
a  stop  light,  taken  your  foot  off 
the  gas  and  had  the  car  die  and 
all  the  lights  and  things,go  out 
with  it?  The  regulator  is  stuck 
shut.  For  those  of  you  who 
don’t  know  what  a  regulator  is, 
it  is  a  box  that  controls  the 
current  from  the  generator  and 
the  battery.  There  is  no  known 
cure  for  the  problem,  so  when  it 
sticks  open  or  close  have  a  new 
one  put  in. 

Stuck  gear  selector?  Clutch 
not  clutching?  Sorry  but  I  do 
not  have  the  space  to  tell  you 
how  to  cure  those  two  jewels  of 
problems.  There’s  more  involved 
and  if  you  thought  you  had  the 
skill  to  master  the  task  you 
would  have  the  proper  book 
telling  you  how. 

Broken  fan  belt?  ^Replace  it 
with  your  spare.  You  do  have  a 
spare,  don’t  you?  Ah,  innocent 
youth.  Any  FC  owner  who  does 
not  carry  spare  fan  belts  or  heat/ 
er  hoses  must  have  mashocistic 
tendencies. 

One  last  bit  of  advice.  If  all 
efforts  to  raise  your  car  from 
the  dead  have  failed  and  you 
decide  to  call  a  tow  truck,  call  a 
AAA  unit.  Even  if  you  don’t 
have  a  card  they  are  your  best 
bet.  AAA  wreckers  are  the  most 
honest  in  the  city  and  have  haul¬ 
ed  every  type  of  car  in  the  world, 
but  they  will  take  your  car  any¬ 
where  and  you  won’t  have  to 
give  a  second  thought  to  its 
safety.  Besides  they  are  nice 
guys  to  talk  to. 
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Sun  Ra 


Cont.  from  9 


music  moves  through  various  textures  of 
sound.  Sun  Ra  on  piano  and  bassist  Ron¬ 
nie  Boykins  open  this  piece,  which  takes 
up  the  entire  first  side  of  the  record.  Af¬ 
ter  a  few  bars  Sun  Ra  begins  to  double  on 
piano  and  clavioline,  an  electric  keyboard 
instrument.  Soon  they  are  joined  by  flutes 
and  piccolo,  each  instrument  weaving  in  and 
out  of  the  others  in  eerie  and  subtle  rhy¬ 
thmic  variations.  When  the  whole  band  fi¬ 
nally  comes  in  -  10  players  in  all,  each 
screaming  and  shouting  and  moving  in  a  dif¬ 
ferent  direction  -  it  is  simply  out  of  sight, 
indescribable.  And  the  John  Gilmore-Dan- 
ny  Davis  saxophone  duet  that  follows  is 
something  else  again:  honks  and  screaches 
and  moans  that  make  you  want  to  jump  up 
and  down. 

To  some  people  this  music  may  sound 
chaotic  and  disorganized.  But  actually  it 
is  very  organized  -  though  not  in  the  West- 
em  sense.  The  difference  between  this  and 
most  Western  music  is  that,  just  as  in  the 
early  New  Orleans  bands  (as  in  all  Black 
music),  there  is  lots  of  room  here  for  the 
players  to  improvise.  And  if  the  sounds  of 
the  instruments  sound  strange  and  “out  of 
tune”  to  you,  then  you  are  still  too  at¬ 
tached  to  Europe.  Y ou  have  to  remember 
that  Black  music  began  as  a  non-Westem 
music  and  that  these  musicians  are  involved 


in  a  process  of  seeking  out  their  roots.  They 
are  trying  to  recover  a  lost  collective  Black 
consciousness  that  began  centuries  ago  in 
Africa  -  not  just  for  the  sake  of  History, 
but  to  help  project  a  new  Black  future. 

Another  thing  to  remember  when  listen¬ 
ing  to  this  record  is  that  this  is  1965  -  a 
couple  of  years  before  everyone  was  ac¬ 
claiming  Sergeant  Pepper  as  the  most  ex¬ 
citing  thing  yet  recorded.  But  unlike  Ser¬ 
geant  Pepper,  which  I  understand  took  14 
tracks  to  record,  the  music  you  hear  on  this 
record  can  also  be  played  and  heard  on  the 
concert  hall.  It  is  truly  a  musicians’  re¬ 
cord,  not  just  an  engineering  feat. 

Speaking  of  the  concert  hall,  there  is  one 
thing  that  this  record  cannot  convey,  and 
that  is  the  experience  of  seeing  Sun  Ra’s 
band  perform.  At  one  time  the  band  might 
come  out  in  bright  colored  togas  and  dash- 
ikis  or  at  another  time  in  silver  space  suit 
like  clothing.  Sun  Ra  himself  wears  a  long 
flowing  robe  and,  if  he  is  not  wearing  a  cos¬ 
mic  looking  wire  contraption  on  his  head, 
he  might  be  wearing  a  wig  that  looks  like  it’s 
made  out  of  small  silver  hair  curlers  (I’m 
not  kidding).  When  I  saw  the  band  per¬ 
form  last  January,  they  went  through  at 
least  three  changes  of  clothing  in  a  single 
night. 

There  was  also  a  large  white  globe  with 
flashing  red  lights  inside  that  sat  in  front  of 
the  band  and  kept  glowing  during  the  en¬ 
tire  performance.  At  times  all  of  the  house 
lights  would  be  turned  out  and  the  band 


would  dance  its  way  in  a  single  line  through 
the  audience,  all  the  while  playing  their 
instruments.  It  made  for  total  sound  en¬ 
vironment. 

Also,  the  band  sometimes  sings,  mostly 
sounding  like  a  bizarre  comic  version  of 
some  mid  forties  band  going  through  the 
words  to  “Flat  Foot  Floogie.’* 

In  person,  as  on  records,  the  band  moves 
from  some  very  avant  garde  sounding  music 
to  some  very  earthy  and  down  home  type 
things:  like  their  version  of  “Swing  Low 
Sweet  Chariot”  that  dissolves  in  the 
band’s  staccato  chants  of  “Next  Stop  Ju¬ 
piter,  Next  Stop  Jupiter.”  Then  a  solo 
voice  cries,  “All  out  for  Jupiter,”  and  we’re 
off  on  another  trip. 

The  most  incredible  thing,  though,  when 
I  saw  the  band  perform:  they  began  play¬ 
ing  at  11  p.m.  in  the  evening  and  when  I 
left  at  3  a.m.  the  music  had  not  stopped 
once! 

Getting  back  to  The  Magic  City:  if  you’d 
like  to  get  a  copy  of  the  record,  you’re  go¬ 
ing  to  have  to  hurry  because  there  are  prob¬ 
ably  not  too  many  left.  If  you’d  like  to  try 
send  $5  to  Saturn  Records,  PO  Box  7124, 
Chicago,  Ill.  And  then  sit  back  and  have 
lots  of  patience  -  I  once  got  records  from 
France  faster  than  from  Saturn  records, 
in  Chicago.  But  the  wait  was  well  worth 
it. 

(Kuntz  writes  for  the  San  Antonio  Eagle 
Bone  Whistle,  where  this  article  first  ap¬ 
peared.) 


Big  Band  Jazz  at  TSU 


The  Texas  Southern  University  Jazz 
Ensemble,  directed  by  Lanny  Steele, 
with  featured  guests  Arnett  Cobb  and 
vocalist  Anita  Moore,  March  15.  (Our 
printing  of  the  following  piece  is  a  little 
late,  but  we  think  it’s  relevent  nonethe¬ 
less). 

by  Ed  Weaver 

Old  Man  Jazz  is  still  alive  and  swing¬ 
ing  in  Houston.  Not  just  plain,  eclectic 
jazz  either,  but  the  big  band  variety 
that  recalls  Dizzy  Gillespie’s  wailing  out¬ 
fits  of  the  forties  and  fifties,  the 
modern  free-blowing  kind  descending 
from  Bird  and  Coltrane,  and  most 
astounding  of  all,  the  reincarnation  of 
a  great  slice  of  musical  history  told  to 
the  hip  young  by  the  hip  old  through 
the  tenor  sax  of  Arnett  Cobb. 

The  spirit  of  all  these  diverse  trends 
in  jazz  came  together  in  the  main 
auditorium  at  TSU  in  the  joyful,  shout¬ 
ing  rapport  displayed  between  the  loyal 
supporters  in  the  audience  and  the  in¬ 
spired  musicians  on  the  stage. 

Most  of  the  arrangements  and  com¬ 
positions  were  the  product  of  the  talent 
in  the  TSU  music  department  (both 
staff  and  students)  as  well  as  TSU 
graduates  Ralph  Hampton  and  Howard 
Harris. 

People  who  dig  good  sounds  can 
really  make  this  communication  of  feel¬ 
ing  happen  when  they  all  know  that  a 
particular  kind  of  music  comes  out  of 
their  everyday  experience.  Here,  it  was 
the  hip,  young  black  community  shar¬ 
ing  the  depths  of  a  personal  awareness; 
a  social  awareness  running  so  deep  in 
the  collective  mind  that  even  going 
back  30  years  in  musical  style  cannot 
cut  the  threads.  In  this  case  the  musical 
threads  from  out  of  the  past  were  held 
together  by  one  of  the  big  men  on  the 
tenor  sax  still  around  who  plays  in  the 
mannoth  Hawkins  tradition,  one  Arnett 
Cobb.  Playing  together  with  the  young, 
enthusiastic  musicians  of  the  TSU  band 
seemed  to  add  fuel  to  and  inspire  him, 
as  did  the  emotional  response  of  the 
audience,  which  hung  on  the  powerful 
phrases  that  flew  out  of  the  great 
metallic  bird,  his  horn. 

This  was  a  benefit  concert  that  I 
hope  will  enable  Houston’s  finest  stage 
band,  the  25-strong  TSU  ensemble,  to 
travel  to  the  West  Coast  Intercollegiate 
Jazz  Festival  at  Los  Angeles  in  May. 
The  band  should  be  heard  and  encourag¬ 
ed  (they  play  free  occasionally  at  Her¬ 
man  Park)  so  more  people  will  realize 
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that  the  idea  of  the  big  band  is  not  dead 
and  buried  under  an  avalanche  of 
acoustically  twisted  rock  groups. 

If  the  large  band  itself  lacks  some 
togetherness,  two  promising  soloists 
stand  out.  They  displayed  their  talents 
in  the  small  ensemble  which  opened  the 
concert.  Tenor  and  soprano  saxophonist 
Doug  Harris  is  a  forceful,  highly  tech¬ 
nical  improvisor,  whose  flights  make 
him  an  ably  weaned  student  of  “middle- 
Coltrane”  with  a  growing  voice  of  his 
own. 

Marsha  Frazier’s  piano  playing  retain¬ 
ed  all  night  long  a  vitality  of  surprise  in 
constantly  shifting  lines  that  seemed 
seldom  to  lack  interest  or  harmonic 
inventiveness.  She  can  run  the  gamut 
from  a  McCoy  Tyner-Herbie  Hancock 
mould  (her  preferred  groove,  no  doubt), 
to  the  funky  or  sanctified,  as  when  she 
backed  up  Arnell.  In  addition,  Ed  Rose 
means  for  his  bass  playing  to  be  more 
than  just  a  felt  presence. 

The  stage  band,  sporting  a  heavy  but 
agile  section  of  nine  saxes  (one  bari¬ 
tone),  assembled  behind  Anita  Moore. 
Ms.  Moore,  a  superb  jazz  singer  of  local 
renown,  uses  expert  inflection  (especial¬ 
ly  glissandi}  with  many  dramatic  gest¬ 
ures  that  just  fit  the  mood. 

In  “Didn’t  We,”  an  expressive  ballad 
performance,  she  had  everyone  moaning 
and  calling  for  more.  “Compared  To 
What,”  an  original  by  Ralph  Hampton 
concerning  moralizing  status-quo  seek¬ 
ers'  and  ethhic*  protest,  her  soaring 
tongue- l.i-cheek  interpretation  left  a 
trail  of  smoke  behind  as  she  closed  her 
set. 

There’s  an  intermission,  and  then  on 
walks  Arnett  Cobb  grinning  like  Jack 
the  Bear  and  feeling  right  at  home 
swapping  eyes  with  the  younger  gener¬ 
ation,  instruments  poised  and  waiting 
all  around  him.  One  upward  wrench  of 
his  horn  and  he’s  gliding  along  on  top 
“Easy  Does  It,”  riffing  down-home 
blues. 

Out  comes  the  soul  of  K.C.  in  the 
thirties,  the  old  days  of  sweating,  shirt 
peeling,  12-hour  jam  sessions.  Arnett, 
sax  at  his  side,  poised  like  a  machine- 
gun,  and  spit  out  the  notes,  killing  us  all 
with  forever  sounds  in  an  ancient  style, 
never  dead,  just  reborn. 

Then  he  moves  the  curtain  aside  and 
bares  the  soul  of  the  always  beautiful 
“Willow  Weep  For  Me,”  sensitively 
scored  for  the  band  by  Hampton. 


Throbbing  twists  of  improvised  melody, 
Cobb  always  aware  of  and  building  on 
the  main  motif  of  the  song.  Then  there’s 
a  change  to  a  driving  tempo  in  the 
second  chorus  with  Arnett  leading  the 
way,  finally  merging  right  in  with  the 
big  band’s  full  sound.  Lots  of  funky, 
raspy,  riff-like  phrases. 

With  a  well  deserved  standing  ova¬ 
tion  Arnett  bows  out.  (He  has  lived  in 
Houston  for  the  past  few  years,  but  no 
one  I  know  seems  to  be  known  more 
than  I  about  where  he  can  be  heard  on 
a  regular  basis.) 

The  big  TSU  ensemble  then  took 
over,  displaying  itself  well  for  the  re¬ 
mainder  of  the  concert.  Lanny  Steele 
shows  his  love  of  directing  and  his 
enthusiasm  spills  over  into  the  players, 
as  in  the  often  too  loud  and  sometimes 
rough,  but  always  biting  punch  of  the 
trumpet  section  topped  by  lead-man 
James  Bolden. 

“Nat  Turner’s  Revenge”  by  Ralph 
Hampton,  a  gutsy,  blues-type  piece 
with  a  “jungle”  feel  in  a  driving  12/8 
meter,  aptly  showed  off  the  rhythm 
section  (Afro-cuban  cong.  and  a  bongo 
drum  adding  some  occult  flavor).  It 
also  featured  a  high,  soaring  solo  trip 
by  Bolden  and  some  very  modern  vis¬ 
ceral  calisthenics  from  the  full,  throaty 
sax  of  John  Gonzales. 

Bolden  was  good  again,  raunchy  this 
time,  on  Marsha  Frazier’s  arrangement 
of  Freddie  Hubbard’s  grinding,  straight¬ 
ahead  blues,  “Mr.  Clean.”  A  pretty 
arrangement  of  “God  Bless  the  Child” 
by  Hampton  featured  the  subtly  phras¬ 
ed,  low-keyed  work  of  the  other  trump¬ 
et  soloist  Barrie  Hall.  Quinton  White’s 
drumming  paced  the  band  all  evening 
with  fierceness,  drive  and  heavy  punc- 
uations  at  the  end  of  ensemble  phrases 
reminiscent  of  Sonny  Payne  with  the 
old  Count  Basie  band. 

It  was  the  more  experimental  pieces, 
however,  that  held  the  most  interest 
during  the  band’s  long  set.  Steele’s 
“Thelonius”  had  complex  cannon-like 
exchanges  of  the  main  4-note  motif 
between  the  sections  that  built  and 
widened  into  extremely  blurred,  disson¬ 
ant  brass  fortes.  In  the  middle  came  an 
improvised  duet  between  star  saxman 
Doug  Harris  on  tenor  and  trumpeter 
Hall  that  got  very  tense  and  interesting. 
Howard  Harris’s  “Prologue”  was  based 
on  a  16-bar  theme  that  finally  appeared 
in  a  smooth  unison  from  the  saxes  after 
a  barbarous-sounding  introduction.  An 
attempt  to  capture  in  music  the  soul  of 


a  hip  black  person  was  the  basis  for  the 
impressive  composition  again  by  Harris, 
“Black  Roots  and  Hipness.”  Down- 
home  roots  and  mustard  greens  come 
roaring  out  of  a  funky,  shuffling  7/4 
rhythm  with  trombones  grinding  out 
the  strangely  hesitant,  jerky  theme 
steeped  in  minor  blues.  Ripping  brass 
leading  to  a  knock-out  punch,  tension 
and  then  release,  the  whole  rhythm 
section  jiving,  ritual-like  crazy,  fists 
aloft  in  time  from  the  Bones  as  the 
crowd  nods  the  pulse. 

Doug  Harris,  the  band’s  outstanding 
hornman,  contributed  an  elaborate  and 
potent  chart  of  some  complexity, 
“Sorrow,  Bitterness  and  Revolution.” 
Layed  out  in  three  sections,  each  por¬ 
traying  one  of  the  title  words,  it  had 
lush  flutes,  playing  a  melancholy  pastor¬ 
al  plexus  of  themes.  Harris  soloed 
superbly  on  tenor  and  later  on  soprano 
over  Rose’s  free-moving  bass,  with  an 
increasing  tempo  leading  to  blues- 
increasing  tempo  leading  to  blues- 
ridden,  heavy  brass  passages  filled  with 
some  angry,  rivet-gun  intensity.  The 
changes  in  mood  made  for  both  start¬ 
ling  and  relaxing  transitions. 

Arnett  Cobb  returned  victoriously 
for  a  riotous  Hampton  arrangement  of 
“Franky  and  Johnny”  before  the  whole 
line-up  sent  the  evening’s  congregation 
home  with  an  anti-climactic,  but  still 
exhilerating  version  of  “Bridge  Over . 
Troubled  Water.” 

As  I  sat  listening  to  all  these  impress¬ 
ive  outpourings  of  sound,  it  struck  me 
again  for  the  thousandth  time,  how 
much  can  be  done  with  the  multiplicity 
of  instruments,  styles  and  forms  that 
are  part  of  the  context  of  the  jazz 
orchestra.  Such  diversity  can  range 
from  the  simplest  Basis  blues  bag  to  the 
complexity  of  long,  conducted  com¬ 
positions. 

And  yet,  there  is  a  similarity  be¬ 
tween  the  distance  that  many  people 
feel  from  truly  appreciating  a  good 
symphony  orchestra  and  the  alienation 
of  many  modern  youth  from  the  excite¬ 
ment  of  a  big  jazz  band.  It  seems  too 
formal  and  academic,  like  the  sym¬ 
phony. 

But  maybe,  the  big  bands  are  not 
just  a  thing  of  the  past,  but  in  a  sort  of 
musical  cocoon  waiting  to  burst  forth 
with  a  new  life  sometime  in  the  futu 


Vietnam  would  have  been  better 
off  losing  to  Hanoi  than  winning 
with  us.” 

Pipeline  Threatens 
Prince  William  Sound 


transfer  oil  through  Prince  William 
Sound,  the  Gulf  of  Alaska  and 
other  waters.  Although  the  fre¬ 
quency  and  volumes  of  spills  can¬ 
not  be  predicted,  the  volume 
handled  is  expected  to  result  in 
The  proposed  supertanker  facil-  some  biologically  significant  losses 
ity  at  Prince  William  Sound,  to  the  marine  environment.  The 
Alaska  will  destroy  nearly  700  Sound  would  be  particularly  vul- 
salmon  spawning  streams,  numer-  nerable,  both  to  gradual  deterior- 
ous  other  wildlife,  and  leave  the  ation  resulting  from  chronic  low 
area  a  legacy  of  70  years  of  chron-  level  pollution  and  to  the  short 
ic,  persistant  pollution.  Alaskan  and  long-term  effect  of  major 


Ecology  in  Vietnam 

Senator  Gaylord  Nelson  has 
introduced  a  bill  to  the  Senate 
entitled  “The  Vietnam  War 
Ecological  Damage  Assessment 
Act  of  1972.”  The  bill  calls  for 
an  investigation  of  “damage  done 
to  the  environment  of  South 
Vietnam,  Laos,  and  Cambodia 
as  a  result  of  the  operations  of 
the  armed  forces  of  the  U.S.  in 
such  countries.” 

Commenting  on  his  bill. 
Nelson  made  these  remarks 


(Congressional  Record,  Jan.  28, 
1972):  “We  have  senselessly 
blown  up.  bulldozed  dver, 
poisoned  and  permanently 
damaged  an  area  so  vast  that  it 
literally  boggles  the  mind — 
Never  before  has  a  land  been  so 
massively  altered  and  mutilated 
that  vast  areas  can  never  be  used 
again  or  even  inhabited  by  man  or 
animal. . .  The  cold,  hard  and 
cruel  irony  of  it  all  is  that  South 


fisherman  are  making  ready  for 
battle  and  are  girding  to  take  on 
the  oil  industry  and  its  plan  to 
construct  massive  oil  transfer  and 
supertanker  facilities  in  Prince 
William  Sound,  near  the  towns  of 
Valdez  and  Cordova. 

According  to  Ross  Mullins, 
chairman  of  the  Marina  Pollution 
Committee  of  the  Cordova  Dis¬ 
trict  Fisheries  Union,  “The  Alas¬ 
kan  fishermen  are  fighting  for 
their  very  existence,  and  will 
bring  suit  in  federal  court  to 
prevent  the  development  of  the 
trans-Alaskan  pipeline  terminal  on 
the  Alaskan  coast.” 

Containing  well  over  2,000 
miles  of  shoreline,  rugged  Prince 
William  is  one  of  the  great  natural 
sounds  of  North  America.  It  is  a 
wildlife  resource  as  well  as  a 
fishery,  and  in  addition  to  its  679 
salmon  spawning  streams,  the 
Sound  houses  sea  otters,  sea  lions, 
hair  seals,  porpoises,  bowhead 
whales,  killer  whales,  waterfowl, 
shorebirds  and  is  a  habitat  for 
many  migrating  species  as  well. 

According  to  the  University  of 
Alaska,  Prudhoe  Bay  has  oil  re¬ 
serves  totaling  50  million  barrels. 
This  indicates  that  supertankers 
would  visit  the  Alaska  coast  for  at 
least  70  years.  It  is  hard  to  en¬ 
vision  a  resource  as  fragile  as  a 
salmon  fishery  surviving  that  kind 
of  encroachment. 

In  an  environmental  impact 
statement,  the  U.S.  Department 
of  the  Interior  said,  “There  will 
be  considerable  tankship  traffic  to 


spills.” 

The  oil  interests,  of  course, 
have  a  somewhat  different  view  of 
things.  E.L.  Patton,  Chairman  of 
the  Alyeska  Pipeline  Service  Com¬ 
pany,  wonders  what  all  the  con¬ 
troversy  is  about.  He  recently  told 
the  Valdez  press  at  a  luncheon 
that  some  industry  people  are 
maintaining  two  tanks  of  fish,  one 
of  which  is  receiving  a  controlled 
amount  of  Prudhoe  Bay  crude  oil. 
He  said  that  the  oil-fed  fish 
appeared  to  be  fatter  and  health¬ 
ier  than  those  in  the  control  tank. 

—  Roger  Lubin/AFS 

Coitus  Interruptus: 

Couple  Arrested  for  Making 
Love  in  Front  of  Daughter 

MADISON,  Wise.  (LNS)  -  Act- 
ing  in  accordance  with  Wisconsin  s 
new  “No  Knock”  law  and  with  a 
valid  search  warrant,  the  Madison 
Metro  Squad  busted  down  the 
door  of  Beth  and  John  Freugal’s 
apartment  at  9  a.m.  one  morning 
in  January  supposedly  looking  for 
heroin. 

The  narcs  surprised  the  Freugals 
(married  for  six  years)  making 
love  in  bed.  Their  five  year  old 
daughter,  Donna,  was  playing 
near  the  door  to  the  bedroom, 
which  was  open  at  the  time  the 
cops  barged  in. 

The  Metro  Squad,  unable  to 
find  the  heroin  described  in  the 
search  warrant  as  hidden  in  the 
“cookie  jar  above  the  kitchen 
cabinet”.  decided  to  bust  the 
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Freugals  for  “lewd  and  lascivious 
conduct.” 

Wisconsin’s  lewd  and  lascivious 
statue  says  that  whoever  commits 
an  indecent  act  of  sexual  gratifi¬ 
cation  with  another  with  know¬ 
ledge  that  they  are  in  the  presence 
of  others  may  be  fined  not  more 


than  $500  or  imprisoned  not 
more  than  one  year  or  both. 

Beth  and  John  Freugal  have 
been  charged  with  “Lewd  and 
Lascivious  conduct”  and  John  has 
also  been  charged  with  another 
violation  of  the  same  statute  be¬ 
cause,  when  the  cops  busted  in, 
“Mr.  Freugal  withdrew  from  Mrs. 
Freugal,  exposing  his  sex  organ  to 
the  vision  of  Donna  Freugal,  a 
minor.” 

Pending  the  outcome  of  the 
trial  of  the  Freugals,  their  daught¬ 
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er  Donna  will  remain  in  the  Juven¬ 
ile  Shelter  so  that  her  parents 
cannot  have  an  opportunity  to 
influence  her  testimony. 

Digestive  Crackers: 

Some  Advice  For  The  Hump 

Jack  Newfield  wrote  these 
words  recently  in  the  Village 
Voice  about  Hubert  Humphrey’s 
presidential  candidacy:  “Hubert 
Humphrey  should  be  doing  char¬ 
ity  work  in  the  wards  of  V.A. 
hospitals  with  the  young  men  he 
sent  to  Vietnam,  who  came  back 
without  arms,  without  legs,  with¬ 
out  genitals.  Instead,  he  is  running 
for  President  as  a  quick  change 
artist”. 

*  *  *  * 

Poor  Get  Poorer 

Federal  Reserve  Board  statistics 
reveal  there  has  been  no  signific¬ 
ant  change  in  income  distribution 
in  favor  of  the  lowest  income 
group  over  the  past  20  years.  In 
1950,  U.S.  families  in  the  lowest 
income  category  (the  20  per  cent 


group’s  share  had  risen  only  in¬ 
significantly  to  5.5  per  cent.  Mean¬ 
while,  in  1950,  families  in  the 
highest  income  category  (earning 
more  than  the  other  80  per  cent 
of  all  families)  took  42.6  per  cent 
of  total  U.S.  income.  The  per¬ 
centage  for  the  same  group  in 
1970  was  41.6  per  cent. 

Why  hasn’t  there  been  a  signifi¬ 
cant  change  in  income  distribu¬ 
tion?  A  Senate  Finance  Com¬ 
mittee  report  gives  a  partial  an¬ 
swer,  indicating  that  much  govern¬ 
ment  aid  to  the  poor  ends  up  as 
income  to  middle  class  bureau¬ 
crats. 

Specifically,  only  $144  million 
of  the  $450  million  in  Model 
Cities  money  went  to  low  income 
people.  And,  just  $2.7  billion  of 
the  $4  billion  in  aid  to  families 
with  dependent  children  actually 
goes  to  the  needy,  with  over  $241 
million  going  for  administrative 
costs. 
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‘69  Triumph,  hardtop  4-speed. 
Excellent  shape.  ‘72  plates, 

72  sticker.  Sharp!  and  only 
$975  full  price. 
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Green  Acres  Organic  Foods 

2  1338  Westheimer'  2512  Rice  Blvd. 
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cent  share  of  the  American  in- 


the  low  income 


Pregnant?  No  Shit 

Pregnant  women  should  not  eat 
raw  or  lightly  cooked  meats.  They 
should  also  avoid  handling  cat 
feces  and  stay  away  from  their 
pet’s  litterbox. 


*  *  *  *  * 
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wide  selection  of  fine  incense 
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Sundance,  Space  City! 

*  *  handmade;  leather  goods,  bead  work,  roach  clips 
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GOOD  KARMA 

.  garage; 

’freaky  people 
DONT  MA/E 
TO  HAVE- 
FREAKY 
CARft" 

37Q2,  Travis 

T.&L.  Trucking  Co. 


641-0137 


COMPLETE  MOBILE  HOME 
SERVICE  ANO  REPAIR 


WE  HAUL.  MOBILE 
HOMES  ANYWHERE 


General  Hauling  Anything-Anywhere 


By  1970, 

POLICE  ATTACK  BLACK  MUSLIM  TEMPLE 

NEW  YORK  (LNS)  —  Crowds  gathered,  bottles  flew,  and  shots 
were  fired  in  Harlem  April  14  after  two  New  York  City  cops,  with 
guns  drawn,  burst  into  a  Black  Muslim  Temple  and  were  forceably 
removed  by  several  Muslim  brothers.  Minister  of  the  Mosque,  Louis 
Farrakhan,  called  the  incident  an  “unprovoked,  wanton  and 
possibly  premeditated  attack”  on  a  place  of  worship.  Two  cops  were 
wounded  —  one  seriously  —  and  three  community  people  were  in¬ 
jured  in  the  three  hour  melee. 

The  incident  began,  police  say,  when  they  got  a  call  from  a  man 
who  identified  himself  as  a  detective  calling  for  emergency  assistance 
from  inside  the  Mosque.  Two  patrolmen,  Philip  Cardillo  and  Victor 
Padilla,  answered  the  calL  “They  came  charging  our  temple  like 
criminals,”  said  Farrakhan.  “Muslims  are  peaceful  people  without 
weapons,  but  we  fight  to  the  death  when  we  are  attacked.”  No  guns 
are  ever  allowed  in  Muslim  mosques. 

Six  other  cops,  firing  as  they  went,  poured  into  the  temple  after 
Cardillo  and  Padilla.  Cardillo  was  hit.  Meanwhile  out  on  the  street,  a 
hundred  or  so  police  reinforcements  waited  with  “submachine  guns, 
automatic  weapons,  every  kind  of  handgun  imaginable,”  said 
Farrakhan,  “and  they  were  wearing  bullet-proof  vests.”  They  were 
battered  with  bricks  and  bottles  by  the  thousand  or  so  community 
people  gathered  around.  Two  cars  —  one  belonging  to  police  —  were 
overturned  and  set  on  fire. 

Farrakhan  climbed  on  top  of  a  car  roof  and  called  out  “Every 
brother  and  sister  here,  just  be  cool.  Don’t  let  anybody  provoke 
you.”  The  whole  thing  ended  when  white  cops  withdrew  from  the 
area. 

Haywood  Burns,  director  of  the  National  Conference  of  Black 
Lawyers  who  was  at  the  scene,  said  he  saw  the  cops,  supposedly  at 
the  aid  of  the  two  patrolmen  inside  the  Mosque,  beating  local  resid¬ 
ents  with  clubs  at  the  temple’s  entrance.  Two  or  three  cops  also 
poked  their  revolvers  through  two  small  windows  in  the  doors.  “The 
only  ones  I  saw  doing  the  beating  and  the  shooting  were  white,”  said 
Bums. 

As  for  the  so-called  detective  who  made  the  call, New  York  Police 
Commissioner  Patrick  Murphy  made  a  statement  the  following  day 
saying,  “A  vicious  anonymous  phone  call  was  responsible  for 
yesterday’s  terrible  tragedy.” 

But  Minister  Farrakhan  was  quick  to  answer.  “They  said  the  Bay 
of  Pigs  invasion  was  a  tragic  mistake  because  it  didn’t  bring  off  the 
intended  results.” 

Farrakhan  further  charged  that  regardless  of  whether  the  call  to 
police  was  real  or  phony,  the  cops  violated  a  place  of  worship  in  a 
manner  in  which  they  would  never  have  done  were  it  any  white 
religion.  He  said  they  ignored  a  “previously  agreed-upon  procedure” 
for  investigating  reports  of  a  “10-13”  alarm  (calls  to  assist  a  police¬ 
man  in  distress)  which  had  been  worked  out  after  previous  incidents 
at  the  mosque. 

In  a  news  conference  April  15,  Minister  Farrakhan  said,  “We  are 
here  to  voice  our  anger,  outrage  and  bitter  resentment.”  The 
Muslims  are  demanding  an  apology  for  the  incident  from  Mayor 
John  Lindsay  and  Commissioner  Murphy;  a  dismissal  of  charges 
against  two  Muslims  arrested  during  the  incident;  and  replacement  of 
white  patrolmen  and  their  commanding  officers  by  black  policemen. 
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These  warnings  were  issued  by 
the  National  March  of  Dimes 
Foundation  which  has  shifted  its 
major  concern  from  infantile 
paralysis  to  other  children’s  dis¬ 
eases.  The  Foundation  reports 
that  a  parasitic  infection  can  be 
transferred  to  the  fetus  by  the 
mother’s  contact  with  insufficient^ 
ly  cooked  meat  or  cat  feces. 

The  infection,  called  toxo¬ 
plasmosis,  can  produce  serious 
brain  damage,  blindness,  or  even 
death  to  the  child  afterward. 
Some  studies  show  that  as  many 
as  5  per  cent  of  the  cases  of 
blindness  in  the  U.S.  result  from 
toxoplasmosis,  with  the  incidence 
greatest  among  the  poor. 

*  *  *  * 

Getting  Better,  Huh? 

U.S.  Department  of  Labor 
statistics  indicate  that  in  some 
respects,  job  discrimination  a- 
gainst  women  has  actually  been 
increasing.  For  example,  in  1955, 
the  median  wage  for  women  as  a 
percentage  of  the  median  wage 
for  men  was  64  per  cent.  In  1970, 
this  figure  was  59.4  percent. 


group  and  the  various  Canadian 
and  Cuban  groups  with  whom 
they  dealt.  They  also  asked  for 
the  names  and  addresses  of  the 
specific  Canadian  groups  supply¬ 
ing  the  films. 

In  a  letter  dated  March  22, 
J.G.  Eibell,  chief  of  the  Division, 
told  ADF,  “Unless  response  to 
this  inquiry  is  received  within 
30  days  after  the  date  hereof, 
the  relative  application  will  be 
considered  as  having  been  with¬ 
drawn.”  But  three  days  later, 
long  before  the  30  day  ex 
piration  date,  Treasury  agents 
moved  to  stop  the  festival. 

Meyerson  and  ADF  contend 
the  festival  does  not  fall  under 
the  terms  of  the  Trading  With 
The  Enemy  Act  since  there  was 
no  exchange  of  funds  or  mater¬ 
ials  of  any  sort,  Both  ADF  and 
Newsreel,  a  radical  film  group 
producing  and  distributing  films, 
have  shown  and  sent  out  films  in 
the  past  without  a  Treasury 
license. 

Announced  plans  of  the  Cub¬ 
an  Film  Festival  to  be  shown  in 
Washington,  Pittsburg,  Los 
Angeles,  Chicago  and  San  Fran¬ 
cisco  are  uncertain,  although 
Meyerson  insists  that  these  show¬ 
ings  will  take  place  as  scheduled, 
and  that  the  entire  program  will 
be  reset  soon  for  New  York. 

Mamie,  Andy,  Chuck  and  Bob 


—  Marty  Schiffenbauer/AFS 

Cuban  Film  Festival 

NEW  YORK  -  The  U.S.  Treas¬ 
ury  Department  has  forced  the 
cancellation  of  a  film  festival  in 
this  city  which  was  to  feature 
Cuban  films. 

Agents  of  the  Department, 
acting  on  the  basis  of  a  search 
and  seizure  walrent  issued  by 
the  U.S.  District  Court,  seized  a 
print  of  the  film,  “Days  of 
Water,”  March  25  at  the  Olym¬ 
pia  Theater,  according  to  the 
Liberated  Guardian. 

On  the  same  day,  Treasury 
Department  agents  raided  the 
offices  of  the  American  Docum¬ 
entary  Films  (ADF),  co-sponsors 
of  the  festival,  seeking  prints  of 
the  other  Cuban  films  announ¬ 
ced  for  the  showing.  None  were 
found. 

Anticipating  that  the  Treasury 
Department  would  immediately 
seize  the  other  films  scheduled 
to  be  shown  at  the  Olympia, 
ADF  and  the  Cuban  Film  Festiv¬ 
al  Committee  called  off  the 
balance  of  the  screenings  until 
the  government’s  action  could 
be  challenged  in  court. 

The  Treasury  Department’s 
action  was  based  upon  a  charge 
that  the  importation  of  the  films 
into  the  United  States  violated 
the  Trading  With  The  Enemy 
Act. 

According  to  Michael  Meyer¬ 
son,  coordinator  of  the  festival, 
the  government  agency  had  held 
up  a  license  to  ADF  pending 
answers  to  two  specific  questions 
relating  to  the  Canadian  sources 
from  whom  the  films  were  ob¬ 
tained.  The  Foreign  Assets  Con¬ 
trol  Division  of  the  Federal 
Reserve  Bank  of  New  York  ask¬ 
ed  ADF  for  copies  of  correspond¬ 
ence  and  other  documents  be¬ 
tween  the  independent  film 


Press  releases  from  this  year’s 
“Miss  Universe”  Pageant  indic¬ 
ate  that  the  judges  for  the  1972 
competition  include,  former 
First  Lady  Mamie  Eisenhower, 
actor  Chuck  Connors  and 
artist  Andy  Warhol.  Master  of 
Ceremonies  will  again  be  Bob 
Barker,  matinee  idol  of  “Truth 
or  Consequences”  fame. 

Arachnidormitory 

Support  the  natural  enemies 
of  the  fly  and  the  mosquito! 
Encourage  a  spider  today.  Be 
sure  to  live  in  a  house  where 
the  ceilings  are  so  high  you 
can’t  reach  the  comers  with 
a  broom.  And  leave  tasty  mor¬ 
sels  as  flybait  along  the  insides 
of  window  sills.  In  just  no  time 
at  all,  your  very  own  arachni¬ 
dormitory  can  proliferate  all 
over  your  house!  Spiders  are 
odor  free,  biodegradable,  in¬ 
expensive  and  easy  to  main¬ 
tain.  Spiders:  The  webs  that 
you  spin  will  keep  you  from 
falling  into  the  Gulf. 

The  Wayward  Bus 

A  shuttle  bus  was  hijacked 
recently  in  Austin  on  behalf  of 
striking  bus  drivers  there,  accord¬ 
ing  to  Earth  News. 

The  bus  drivers,  primarily  Un¬ 
iversity  of  Texas  students,  have 
been  striking  for  six  weeks 
against  Transportation  Enter¬ 
prises,  Inc.,  (TEI)  which  operates 
the  shuttle  bus  system  near  the 
university  campus.  They  walked 
out  demanding  higher  pay, 
better  condition  of  the  buses 
and  management  recognition  of 
the  drivers  as  a  collective  bargain¬ 
ing  unit.  The  AFL-CIO  and  the 
newly  formed  bus  drivers’  union 
have  both  recognized  the  strike*, 
and  there  has  been  considerable 


support  from  students  and  com¬ 
munity. 

TEI,  however,  has  been  run¬ 
ning  about  half  of  the  80-bus 
fleet  using  non-union  drivers. 

On  Wednesday,  April  5  a 
group  calling  itself  the  Local 
Union  of  the  International  Were¬ 
wolf  Conspiracy  hijacked  one  of 
the  company’s  buses  from  Route 
6. 

Strike-breaking  driver  Marvin 
Hervey  said  that  “approximately 
10  hippies”  (five  males,  five  fe¬ 
males)  hopped  on  the  bus  and 
asked  him  to  get  off.  They  re¬ 
peated  the  request  and  said  they 
didn’t  want  to  hurt  him.  One  of 
the  conspirators  grabbed  the 


keys  from  the  ignition  and 
others  told  Hervey,  “Get  off  tire 
bus,  you  scab.  We’re  taking 
over.” 

The  bus  was  taken  out  of 
town  and  hidden.  Someone  later 
spotted  it  and  called  the  police. 

Later  that  afternoon,  a  wom¬ 
an  claiming  to  be  a  member  of 
die  conspiracy  called  The  Daily 
Texan,  the  student  newspaper, 
saying,  “We  have  returned  a 
shuttle  bus  to  the  people.  The 
striking  bus  drivers  had  nothing 
to  do  with  this.”  She  then  de¬ 
manded  that  the  strike  be  settled, 
a  three  day  work  week  be  in¬ 
stituted  and  that  the  striking  bus 
drivers’  demands  be  met. 
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24  foot  school  bus  camper. 
Bedroom,  bath,  shower, 
icebox,  stove.  See  to  believe. 


DEALERS  LEASING 

1759  Richmond - 526-7118 

1964  MGB  convertible,  yellow. 

/  Wire  wheels.  Good  shape. 
$450  full  price. 


HEIGHTS  HEAD  SHOP 
515  West  1  1th  :  862  -  6463 
The  People’s  Store 
Hours:  noon  to  9  pm,  Mon  -  Sat 
No  rip  off  prices  :  head  comix  : 
candles  :  pipes  :  papers  :  posters 
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DOUBLE  FEATURE 

MIDNIGHT  SHOWS  !!. 

Friday  April  28- Saturday  April  2* 


yw  COLOR  BY  MOVIELAB  ' 
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A  REAL  RALLY 
for  a 

REAL  CANDIDATE: 

Sissy  Farenthold 

with 

REAL  BEER  &  BAR-B-Q 
REAL  MUSIC 

TUESDAY, MAY  2  7:00pm 

MILLER  THEATER 
IN  HERMANN  PARK 

FREE  !! 
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AND  MAIL  IT  WITH  YOUR  CHECK 
OR  MONEY  ORDER  TO 

Space  City! 

Subscriptions 
515  Welch 
Houston,  TX  77006 

FOR  THIS  KIND  OF  SUBSCRIPTION: 

[  ]  $7.50  for  one  year 

[  ]  $4.00  for  six  months 

$5.00  to  GIs  for  one  year 
free  to  prisoners 
$25.00  supporter  subscription 


Letters 

Cont.  from  page  2 


Our  Hopes  Are  in  Others 


To  Whom  It  May  Concern: 

I  think  it  best  if  I  first  introduce 
myself.  My  name  is  Charles  E. 

Bell  and  I  am  presently  residing 
at  the  Ohio  Penitentiary  for  the 
charge  of  Illegal  Sale  of  an 
Hallucinogen  which  carries  a  sentence 
of  10  to  20  years.  I  have  been 
incarcerated  here  for  apporximately 
6  months  and  must  serve  approx¬ 
imately  6  additional  years  before  I 
can  even  be  considered  for  release. 

My  purpose  in  writing  is  the 
following:  Although  I  have  been 
here  for  only  6  months,  I  have 
begun  to  realize  and  acutely  feel 
the  extent  of  loss  I  will  have  suffered 
through  being  separated  and 
disassociated  with  the  outside  and 
all  that  exists  within  it. 

Being  here  causes  me  and  the 
other  men  to  suffer  many  losses, 
but  we  feel  most  acutely  the  loss 
of  communicating  with  others, 
the  sharing  and  exchanging  of 
ideas. 

With  each  second  that  passes 
we  are  draw  further  and  further 
from  all  that  is  real,  true  and 
beautiful.  We  all  share  with  the 
other  in  our  feelings  of  hope  for 
the  truly  beautiful  world  and  all 
the  beautiful  people  who  will 
some  day  make  it  so.  But  we 
here  are  lost,  drifting,  suspended 
in  both  time  and  space  moving 
neither  forward  or  backward. 

Must  this  forever  be  so?  We  are 
seeking.  We  need  to  see,  hear  and 
know. 

We  have  a  request  to  make  of 
you  who  present  this  paper  and  to 
you,  the  reader.  We  need  People. 

The  Beautiful  People. 

We  would  like  correspondence 
with  anyone  who  would  desire  to 
do  so.  We  need  books,  magazines, 
newspapers,  pictures,  posters- 
any  form  of  literature.  We  need 
all  and  anything  we  can  get  to  teach 
us  and  show  us  the  thoughts, 
ideas  and  feelings  of  the  PEOPLE. 
Many  of  us  at  one  time  were  a  part 
of  it  but  now  it  must  end  simply 
because  we  are  removed.  Or  must 
it? 

You,  the  PEOPLE,  are  doing 
and  causing  great  and  truly 
beautiful  things.  We,  here,  would 
like  at  least  to  feel  we  are  a  part 
of  that  beauty  and  greatness. 

They  are  constantly  trying  to 
rehabilitate  us  here,  to  change 
us,  to  change  our  way  of  life  and 
our  way  of  thinking.  But,  I  find 
myself  asking:  “If  this  rehabilitation 
or  change  does  take  place,  then,  we 
will  have  been  changed  from  what 
to  what?” 

We  wish  to  hear  from  all.  The 
left,  the  right,  the  upside-down, 
the  gay,  anyone  and  everyone.  We 
want  and  need  to  know!  I  personally 
feel  that  no  man  is  or  can  be  a  man  in 
himself.  Each  person  is,  in  actuality, 
at  best,  but  an  extenuation  of  another. 
In  others  is  where  our  hopes  are. 
Without  the  concern  of  others  we 
will  daily  exist  with  no  other  course 
than  to  continue  living  the  lives  of 
the  LIVING  DEAD. 

We,  the  many  men  incarcerated 
here,  are  reaching  out  our  hands 
to  you.  Looking  and  hoping  for 
someone  to  grasp  them  and  hold  us 
up  to  keep  us  from  sinking  into 
that  deep  and  darkened  pit  of  des- 
paring  insanity.  You,  each  of  you, 
can  be,  if  you  choose,  our  only 
link  with  the  world  of  sanity  and 
all  that  is  real,  true  and  beautiful. 

If  there  is  anyone  who  wishes 
to  correspond  with  the  men  here, 
please  address  your  letters  to  Charles 
E.  Bell  (133074),  Box  511,  Colom- 
bus,  OH  43216. 

I  will  distribute  your  letters  to 


the  various  men  to  answer  and  begi. 
correspondence.  There  is  but  one 
restriction  on  our  receiving  literature: 
It  must  be  sent  directly  from  the 
publisher  or  from  an  operating 
book  dealer.  Any  and  all  material 
will  be  greatly  appreciated  by  each 
and  every  man  here. 

Since  September  of  last  year 
ALL  MAIL  IS  UNCENSORED 
Keep  on  Keep’n  on 
Sincerely  yours, 

Charles  E.  Bell 


Wheeler  Dealer  in  Things 

Dear  Editors: 

Possession  is  99  per  cent  of  the 
law.  Nixon  possesses  the  White  House 
and  admitedly  there  is  no  overly 
dynamic  Democrat  in  the  presidential 
race  who  might  dethrone  him. 

Richard  Nixon  has  one  enviable 
social  virtue  —  he  is  a  wheeler  dealer 
who  practices  well  the  art  of  mes- 
merization.  He  speaks  to  us  —  the 
“little  people”  —  but  what  does  he 
really  say?  He  appeared  on  TV  to  tell 
his  “fellow;  Americans”  that  every 
effort  was  being  made  to  get  us  out  of 
Nam.  His  ploy  didn’t  fool  many  peo¬ 
ple,  I’m  sure,  because  it  is  an  obvious 
fact  that  this  country  is  doomed  to 
remain  there  so  as  “not  to  lese  face.” 
Whose  face?  Nixon’s  of  course.  To 
hell  with  the  men,  women,  and  child¬ 
ren  who  are  being  murdered  there.  He 
is  a  megalomaniac  kowtowing  to  big 
business  for  the  sake  of  the  national 
coffer,  not  for  the  people  in  this 
country. 

Now  he  has  taken  us  back  to  pre- 
1954  and  says  there  will  be  no  bus¬ 
ing  to  create  racial  balance  and  all 
children  will  be  guaranteed  equal 
educational  opportunities.  What  he’s 
really  saying  is  that  he  plans  to  please 
and  appease  the  same  people  as 
George  Wallace  —  the  rednecks  and 
bigots  who  because  of  their  lack  of 
intelligence  cannot  abide  blacks  being 
classified  as  equal  citizens. 

What  happened  to  the  government 
by  and  for  the  people?  Big  Brother  is 
making  inroads  —  read  1984  and  see 
how  well  it  fits  in  1972.  Now  it’s 
'been  suggested  that  children  beginning 
school  get  social  security  cards  —  their 
entire  existence  can  be  recorded  and 
as  far  as  I’m  concerned  this  is  an  un¬ 
constitutional  invasion  of  privacy. 
This  kind  of  thing  is  pushing  us  closer 
and  closer  to  Fascism  (or  Marxism)  — 
no  matter  what  name  it’s  given  here  in 
the  U.S.  ! 

Our  taxes  continue  to  increase, 
though  Nixon  verbalizes  that  he  has 
lowered  them.  For  whom?  I  person¬ 
ally  am  paying  $20  more  a  month  in 
federal  income  tax,  yet  my  salary  has 
not  been  increased,  and  won’t  be  for- 
several  months  to  come. 

Part  of  the  money  the  government 
takes  away  from  me  is  being  spent  for 
programs  that  I  personally  do  not 
sanction  —  a  senseless,  immoral  war, 
a  redundant  space  program,  and 
support  of  big  business  that  over¬ 
spends  and  then  cries  for  government 
loans  so  as  to  survive.  There  are  real 
needs  requiring  immediate  attention 
and  they  all  add  up  to  people.  Nixon 
deals  in  things,  and  I  for  one  am  fed 
up  with  his  lack  of  moral  leadership 
and  his  total  mismanagement  of  this 
country’s  affairs.  When  he  uses  my 
money,  I  feel  I  should  have  a  say  as 
to  how  it’s  used. 

He  will  probably  win  the  election 
in  November  —  he  has  fooled  enough 
of  the  people  enough  of  the  time.  He 
does  not  deserve  the  office  nor  the 
status  it  affords,  and  whomever  the 
Democrats  nominate,  I  will  vote  for 
him  or  her  because  a  less  than  charis¬ 
matic  Democrat  would  be  an  improve¬ 
ment  over  the  total  political  machine 
now  serving  only  itself.  We  must  get 
this  nation  returned  to  us  and  Richard 
Milhous  Nixon  has  no  intention  of 
following  that  course. 

Cordially  submitted, 

Gayle  Birk 
Houston 


f*2  :  SPACE  CITY! 


WORKING  CHICK  WITH  THREE  YEAR 
year  old  son  would  like  to  share  rent  with 
same.  I  have  a  live  in  babysitter.  Call 
Celeste,  524-0431 

1962  BUICK  SPECIAL—  AC—  RADIO— AUTO- 
matic  transmission  and  good  tires.  $150 
Call  Lynn  at  926-3857. 


I  MUST  TALK  TO  THE  SISTER-IN-LAW 
of  Marshall  Alcorn  (Peace  Corps,  India)  or 
to  someonewho  can  9et  me  in  contact 
with  him.  Judy,  665-7347  (before  10  pm) 

WHAT  IS  ECKANKAR?  WHAT  IS  SOUL 
travel?  Beats  hell  out  of  me.  Call  at 
524-5984. 


KUNDALINI  YOGA:  POTENT  YOGA  FOR 
the  Aquarian  age.  Classes  held  at  6  pm, 
Mon-Sat  at  1123  Jackson  Blvd.  They're 
free! 


WANTED!  TACO  Gl  RL  T ACO  BELL  OR 
Jack-in-the-Box  experience  does  not  quali¬ 
fy;  Los  Consuelos  experience  does.  Ander¬ 
son's  Fairytale  Restaurant,  2007  Grant. 


YOUNG  MALE  CONVICT  WITH  LESS 
than  a  year  left  in  prison  desires  to  cor¬ 
respond  with  eople  in  society.  No  dis¬ 
crimination— all  letters  answered.  Please 
forward  mail  to:  Cleophus  Parkey, 
127-459.  P.O.  Box  511,  Columbus, 

OH  43216. 

ROOMMATE  NEEDED  IMMEDIATELY: 
male  20-26,  private  bedroom,  patio,  bal¬ 
cony  and  pool,  $85  a  month.  Call  Jerry 
or  Jack  Thurs  after  4,  Fri  1-4  or  Sat  or 
Sun  8-5.  Dial  785-5401.  No  gays  please. 

FEMALE  VOCALIST  NEEDED  FOR 
piano  accompanist.  I  enjoy  playing  Joni 
Mitchell,  Judy  Collins,  Laura  Nvro, 

Carole  King.  Grace  Slick.  Call  Jack  at 
785-5401 


■65  CHEVY  STEP-VAN*  CAMPER*  LOTS 
of  extras,  needs  alternator,  “Sunshine 
Trucking  Co.",  1504  California,  Apt.  1. 
$300  or  trade  for  van  or  pick  up. 

MOVING  TO  COUNTRY:  MUST  SELL 
5-speed  racing  bike,  double  bed,  portable 
television,  albums  and  everything  electric 
we  own.  1504  California,  Apt.  1.  John  or 
Key. 


9  YEAR  OLD  PRISONER  IN  OHIO 
vishes  to  correspond  with  anyone  who 
-ould  care  to  write.  Loneliness  wouldn't 
je  such  a  bad  thing. . .  if  you  ,  had  some¬ 
one  to  share  it  with..  Address  all  letters 
to  Bill  Fuqua,  83445,  Box  788,  Mansfield, 
OH  44901. 


unclassifieds 

Space  City*  Unclassifieds  are  free.  Fill  out  this  form  and  mail  to  Unclassifieds  Space 
City*  1217  Wichita,  Houston,  77004.  Preference  given  to  service  and  non-profit  ads. 

We  don't  accept  “sex  ads.”  we  believe  that  far  from  characterizing  a  position  of  sexual 
liberation,  they  are  frequently  exploitative  of  sexuality,  especially  that  of  women  and 
gay  people.  Not  all  "sex  ads”  are  exploitative  of  course,  but  we  don*,  know  any  slmp.e 
guideline  fo,  determining  which  are  and  which  aren't.  We  will  generally  accept  ads  how 
ever,  for  roommates  which  specify  gay  or  straight,  male  or  female,  to  avoid  possible  con 
fusion  when  two  parties  get  together.  Space  City!  reserves  the  right  to  reject  any  ad, 
to  change  or  delete  portions  not  in  keeping  with  our  policy. 


SEWING  AND  MENDING  DONE  FOR  A 
cheap  price.  Call  Lynn  at  926-3857. 

RIDE  NEEDED:  I  AM  MOVING  TO  NEW 
York  on  or  about  May  1  and  am  in  need 
of  a  ride.  Will  share  costs  and  driving. 

Call  Leonard  at  667-5562. 

WHAT  ARE  YOUR  HEALTH  RIGHTS? 

All  medical  patients  have  rights  that  are 
protected  by  law!  Information  and  refer¬ 
ral  to  free  legal  assistance  in  Harris  Co. 

Call  after  5,  523-1445.  Medical  Commit¬ 
tee  for  Human  Rights. 

WOULD  LIKE  TO  WRITE  ANY  YOUNG 
ladies  with  whom  I  could  exchange  ideas. 

Will  answer  all  letters.  Thanks  very  much. 
James  Burks,  7110051  D-l,  2600  South 
California  Ave.f  Chicago. 

NEED  RIDE  TO  OREGON  OR  NORTH- 
ern  California  any  time  after  May  20th. 

Will  help  with  gas,  food  and  drivipg.  Call 
Dan  at  528-4868.  Thanks. 

NEEDED:  PLACE  TO  LIVE  BEGINNING 
June  1st.  House  or  part  of  one  in  Montrose, 

2  to  3  bedrooms.  If  you  know  of  o^r  '■all 
644-7911. 

I’M  PRESENTLY  SERVING  A  THREE 
year  sentence  here  at  the  Pig  Pen  in 
Washington.  Could  dig  hearing  from 
anyone  who  would  care  to  write. 

My  address  is:  Robert  J.  Keller, 

127693,  P.O.  Box  777,  Monroe, 

Washington  98272. 

ANYONE  TO  WRITE  SOME  HEAVY 
heads  who  have  a  rock  group  in  the 
pen.  Could  dig  it  very  much  to  cor¬ 
respond  with  some  heavy  chicks  and 
musicians  too.  Joseph  F.  Dbwisi, 

P.O.  Box  511,  132-045,  Columbus, 

Ohio  43216 

David  Schweitzer,  133-466,  P.O. 

Box  511,  Columbus,  Ohio  43216. 

it  ALONG  WITH  MY  FRIENDS  HERE 
are  painfully  incarcerated  at  The  Ohio 
State  Reformatory.  Any  females  wishing 
for  an  exchange  of  expression,  write  to: 
Fred  Barry,  78269,  P.O.Box  788, 
Mansfield,  Ohio  44901 
Or  any  of  the  following: 

Terry  Camp,  80872 
William  Armentrout,  80731 
George  Paulin,  83413. 

I  AM  A  20  YEAR  OLD  ARIES  in 
prison  right  now  and  could  dig  get¬ 
ting  some  letters  from  anyone  want¬ 
ing  to  write.  Let’s  get  it  together. 

Thanks.  Fred  Goodman  230700 
P.O.  Box  777,  Manroe,  Washington 
98272. 

A  PRISONER  OF  THE  OHIO  STATE 
Penitentiary  will  very  much  appre¬ 
ciate  corresponding  with  anyone 
caring  to  write.  Ron  Welch,  130  140 
P.O.  Box  511,  Columbus,  Ohio,  43216. 

CALIFORNIA  PRISON  INMATE  desires 
letters  from  far-out  freaks  to  help  pass 
the  lonely  hours.  All  letters  will  be 
answered.  Photo,  please?  Thanks  very 
much.  Joe  Kennedy,  Box  B-38092,  James¬ 
town,  CA  95327. 

AM  DOING  TIME  IN  JACKSON 
Prison.  Would  like  female  correspon¬ 
dence.  Ages  -  17  -  30.  Send  picture 
if  possible.  Bob  Sisler,  129810-2-3-1, 

P.O.  Box  E,  Jackson,  Michigan. 
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Ron  Waters 
has  let 
you  know 

where  he  stands 

The  communities  of  Montrose,  West  Gray,  Washington  Ave.,  and 
the  Heights  require  more  than  legislation  from  their  state  legislator. 
If  elected,  I  will  meet  the  legislative  needs  of  our  new  district,  Dis¬ 
trict  79,  but  I  will  also  be  a  spokesman  for  our  community. 

On  March  1 1  spoke  at  Liberty  Hall  and  said  that  I  did  not  think 
marijuana  was  a  drug  and  should  not  be  treated  as  one.  On  April  2 
I  spoke  at  the  Block  Party  and  said  there  must  be  NO  DEBATE  on 
the  rights  of  women.  Women  must  have  control  over  their  own 
bodies.  At  the  University  of  St.  Thomas  and  the  University  of  Hous¬ 
ton,  I  defined  a  criminal.  A  criminal  is  one  who  uses  the  influence 
of  his  office  to  gain  unsecured  stocks  and  loans.  A  criminal  is  one 
who  sends  the  young  to  die  in  Vietnam. 


At  every  place  I  have  spoken  I  have  not  hidden  from  the  issues. 
Now  I  am  asking  you  to  speak  on  May  6.  Go  to  your  polling  place 
and  vote  Ron  Waters  for  Legislative  District  79. 


I  will  not  hide  from  the  issues.  I  will  be  a  spokesman  for  the 
common  needs  of  our  community. 


It  is  now  up  to  you. 


Ron  Waters  at  Liberty  Hail  March  1. 

Stand  with  him 
May6... 


Berkeley,  Austin  and  San  Marcos  have  shown  that  coalitions  be¬ 
tween  movement  politics  and  electoral  politics  can  control  the  gov¬ 
ernment  of  their  communities. 

In  Houston,  as  part  of  the  Montrose  community  and  the  Heights, 
you  can  be  the  decisive  factor  in  controlling  the  precincts  in  your 
community. 

Elect  the  following  precinct  committeemen  and  committeewomen: 


Precinct  32:  Jack  Rick 

Precinct  33:  Victoria  Smith 

Precinct  34:  Lee  Marsters 

Precinct  55:  Susan  Montgomery 

Precinct  123:  Ann  Lower 

And  stand  with 
these  candidates 
from  your 
community. . . 

The  names  will  appear  on  the  first  panel  at  the  bottom  of  the  ballot. 
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